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THE  MODERN  SERVANT 
ELECTRICITY 

Throughout  the  modern  home,  from  living  room 
to  kitchen,  electricity  is  providing  the  means  for 
greater  enjoyment  of  life. 

Electrical  appliances  will  banish  drudgery  from 
your  home. 

SEE  YOUR  DEALER 

TURNERS  FALLS  POWER  & ELECTRIC  CO, 

Constituent  of 

WESTERN  MASSACHUSETTS  COMPANIES 

SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT 

SAFE  DEPOSIT  BOXES  COMMERCIAL  ACCOUNTS 
CHRISTMAS  CLUB 


CROCKER  NATIONAL  BANK 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 
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THE  MONTAGUE  ROD  AND  REEL  CO. 


Manufacturers  of 

FISHING  RODS  and  REELS 

MONTAGUE  CITY,  MASS. 


SORBANT  GAUZE 
BANDAGE  and  CHEESE  CLOTH 


FOR  SALE  BY 

F.  W.  AMSDEN  & CO.,  Shelburne  Falls 
JOHN  WILSON  & CO.,  Greenfield 
GIRARD  & CARTER,  Turners  Falls 


Made  By 

GRISWOLDVILLE  MANUFACTURING  CO. 

Division  of  the  Kendall  Co. 

MILLS  AT 

Griswoldville  and  Turners  Falls 


Buy  From  Your  Advertisers  — They  Support  the  NETOP 
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John  Russell  Cutlery  Company 


-R^ussell 

GREEN  RIVER  WORKS 


TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS.,  U.  S.  A. 


Remember  — Your  Advertisers  Made  the  NETOP  Possible 
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TIME  WAITS  FOR  NO  ONE 

] 
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4 

Time  marches  on,  the  minutes  mounting  into  hours,  j 

the  hours  intodays  — it  can’t  be  stored  for  the 
future — you  must  get  the  best  that  every  moment 
offers  as  it  arrives. 

ij 

i 

41 

Stop  waiting  for  time  in  which  to  do  all  things  \ 

you’ve  longed  to  do — gain  leisure  hours  to  follow 
your  hobbies  by  installing  carefree  electric  cookery 
in  your  kitchen. 

The  automatic  time  and  temperature  controls  of 
your  electric  range  will  take  complete  charge  of  your 
cooking,  releasing  your  time  for  other  things  than  ; 

kitchen  cares.  The  speedy  flexibility  of  electric  ; 

heat  makes  surface  cooking  a delight. 

It’s  time  to  install  your  ELECTRIC  RANGE  now!  ; 
Co-operating  dealers  are  featuring  ; 

an  interesting  free  installation  offer.  ; 

GREENFIELD  ELECTRIC  LIGHT  & POWER  CO. 

Constituent  of  Western  Massachusetts  Companies 


Buy  From  Your  Advertisers  — They  Support  the  NETOP 
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More  Time  for  Recreation  ! 

i When  Your  Home  is  Automatically  Heated  ; 

! with  a ; 

QUIET  MAY  AUTOMATIC  OIL  BURNER 

Geo.  Starbuck  and  Sons 

Turners  Falls  i 

"The  Bank  With  the  Chimes" 

L.  A.  TUPPER  & co. 

CROCKER 

INSTITUTION  FOR  : 

Furniture 

SAVINGS 

; FOURTH  STREET 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

i TURNERS  FALLS 

Incorporated  1869  ] 

4 

4 

4 

Deposits  received  daily,  and  will  be  - 

put  on  interest  the  first  day  of  every  ' 

month.  " 

4 

HARDWARE 

4 

Dividends  are  payable  January  1st  ] 

and  July  1st 

4 

i E.  M.  GULOW  & CO. 

i 

Albert  R.  Smith,  President  ] 

Incorporated 

Norman  P.  Farwell,  Treasurer 

4 

4 

4 

i TURNERS  FALLS 

4 

4 

Banking  Hours,  9 A.  M.  to  3 P.  M.  ] 

Saturdays,  9 A.  M.  to  12.30  P.  M.  < 

•< 

4 

4 
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Class 

Photographer 


BROWN'S  STUDIO 

AMES  ST. 

GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

THE  REEN  MILLINERY 

and 

GIFT  SHOP 

122  AVENUE  A TURNERS  FALLS 

Compliments  of 

GEM  MARKET 

Quality  Meats  — Sea  Food 

J.  J.  Girard,  Prop. 

Compliments  of 

MAX  BRODKIN 

CLEANING  — PRESSING 
DYEING  — REMODELLING 

76  Third  Street  Tel.  178-2 

TURNERS  FALLS 
LAUNDRY 

Now  Don't  Forget:— 

We  still  wash  everything 
but  the  baby. 

CALL  433-2 


GREENFIELD 

COMMERCIAL 

SCHOOL 

All  Commercial  Subjects 
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BEAUTY 

A tiny  star  in  the  topmost  branch 
A stark  black  poplar  tree. 

The  peaceful  hush  of  rain-wet  woods. 
The  glint  of  moonlight  on  the  sea. 

The  chasteness  of  the  untouched  snow. 
The  sweetness  of  the  winds  that  blow. 
The  homey  smell  of  new  turned  sod. 

All  bring  me  very  close  to  God. 

Enid  Morgan,  ’33 


MOON  HUNGER 

Don't  sigh  for  the  sky,  child,  didn’t  you 
learn 

It’s  millions  of  miles  away. 

Though  your  small  arms  yearn,  and  your 
bright  eyes  burn. 

And  you  hunger  night  and  day. 

Yours  is  the  wealth  of  the  world  to  hold 

Yet  you  sigh  for  the  moon — so  silver  and 
coid. 

All  right — be  a poet,  if  that’s  what  you 
wish 

Go,  cry,  for  the  moon, — but  remember 
this — 

There’ll  come  a day  when  your  heart 
will  break. 


And  often  your  outstretched  arms  will 
ache. 

Your  bright  eyes  will  dull  from  the  end- 
less peering. 

Your  young  faith  be  shaken  by  doubting 
and  fearing 

But  though  visions  crumble 

And  weary  feet  stumble 

Child— you’ll  be  alive.  Enid  Morgan , ’33 

AN  OLD  SAILOR  SPEAKS 

How  weird  the  song  that  the  wind  is 
singing,  singing 

How  it  taunts  ! 

And  the  melody  that  in  my  ears  is  ring- 
ing, ringing. 

How  it  haunts. 

And,  strange  enough,  there’s  a smell  of 
the  sea 

There — I’m  dreaming  again,  that  can 
never  be. 

Can  never  be 

Again — for  me. 

I should  be  content  to  stay  at  home. 

And  I know  I’m  far  too  old  to  roam. 

But — ah  the  call  of  the  restless  sea 

Will  it  never  let  an  old  man  be? 

Enid  Morgan,  ’33 


iHiss  Ml  el  route  Ayer 

“^Jour  bounty  is  beyonb  my  speaking; 
5.1  nt  though  my  mouth  be  iUmth, 
iHy  Ijeart  st|all  ttjank  yon.” 

Nicholas  Some 


HIGH  SCHOOL  MILITARY  UNIT 


CLASS  WILL 


We,  the  members  of  the  Class  of  1933 
of  the  Turners  Falls  High  School,  being 
reasonably  sound  in  body  and  mind,  do 
hereby  give  and  bequeath  the  following: 

1.  To  show  our  generosity  and  the 
deep  feeling  in  our  hearts  for  our  suc- 
cessors, we  leave  to  the  Junior  Class  the 
three  cents,  plus  accrued  interest,  which 
now  fill  the  Senior  Treasury. 

2.  To  Mr.  Burke  we  leave  two  dozen 
odorless  rubber  fish  for  dissection  in  his 
future  biology  classes. 

3.  To  Mrs.  O’Keefe  we  leave  a gross 
of  assorted  rattles  and  all  of  the  choco- 
late pies  left  over  from  recess,  to  amuse 
and  delight  the  incoming  freshmen. 

4.  To  Miss  Lindsay  we  leave  a new 
car  to  take  her  to  the  World’s  Fair. 

5.  To  Mr.  Wrightson  we  leave  the  gift 
of  insomnia,  so  that  he  may  always  be 
awake  when  the  baby  cries. 

6.  To  Miss  Little  we  leave  an  attach- 
ment for  the  clock  in  Room  2,  which  at 
8:10  and  12:58  will  say,  “Careful,  peo- 
ple.” 

7.  To  Miss  Ayer  we  leave  a corps  of 
trained  hack  writers  to  dash  off  jingles 
for  the  “Netop”  at  the  last  minute. 

8.  To  Mr.  Lorden  we  leave  a company 
of  robots  to  do  his  sign  painting  and 
baseball  diamond  conditioning  for  him. 

9.  To  Mr.  Galvin  we  leave  a complete- 
ly equipped  cafeteria  trailer,  so  that  he 
will  not  have  to  go  as  far  as  the  corner 
for  his  lunch. 

10.  To  Mr.  Kelleher  we  leave  a Man- 
ual Training  class  that  knows  how  to  do 
something  besides  chisel. 

11.  To  Miss  Townsley  we  leave  a 
package  of  enthusiasm,  to  be  adminis- 


tered twice  a week  to  her  classes  in 
physical  culture. 

12.  To  Mr.  Shumway  we  leave  an  elec- 
tric bell,  to  replace  the  one  so  scurril- 
ously  treated  by  the  Senior  Play  cast. 

13.  To  Mr.  Maddern  we  leave  a book 
of  wisecracks  so  that  he  will  always  have 
a ready  reply  for  Mr.  Lorden. 

14.  To  help  Paul  Fournier  grow,  we 
leave  him  Charles  Burnham’s  box  of 
Grapenuts. 

15.  To  the  School  Board  we  leave 
Paul  Ostrosky’s  beard,  with  the  sug- 
gestion that  it  be  used  to  upholster  the 
seats  in  the  assembly  hall. 

16.  We  leave  Forbes  Bryce’s  depres- 
sion chewing  gum,  namely,  a rubber 
band,  to  Howard  Miller,  who,  we  feel 
sure,  will  carry  on  in  the  best  Bryce 
manner,  chewing  in  every  class. 

17.  Robert  Haskins’  well  known  book 
“How  to  Make  Love”  (in  ten  easy  les- 
sons) we  leave  to  Franklin  Bickford, 
Junior  Class  Chevalier. 

18.  John  Earley’s  innocent  look  should 
keep  him  out  of  harm’s  and  Mr.  Burke’s 
way,  so  we  leave  him  Tony  Prohovich’s 
bag  of  practical  jokes. 

19.  Gordon  Higenbotham  has  an  intel- 
lectual gleam  in  his  eyes,  so  we  leave  him 
Enid  Morgan’s  collection  of  petrified 
chewing  gum,  which  she  unearthed  on 
her  latest  expedition  to  Room  3. 

20.  Henry  Sivik’s  basso  profundo 
voice  should  not  be  wasted,  so  we  leave 
it  to  Warren  Brighty. 

21.  Mr.  Winn  likes  silence,  so  we  leave 
him  a bushel  of  assorted  sponges,  to  be 
used  to  gag  his  next  year’s  home  room 
students.  After  all,  Mr.  Winn,  it  was 
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only  our  fraternal  instinct. 

22.  To  Jack  Shields  we  give  John 
Bush’s  ability  to  croon  in  the  best  radio 
manner,  and  at  the  same  time  we  give 
Mr.  Burke  authority  to  suppress  all 
crooners. 

23.  Now  that  Bud  Parsons  has  one  of 
the  new  “baldy”  haircuts,  he’ll  always 
want  to  look  well  polished,  so  we  leave 
him  Vincent  Parzick’s  chamois. 

24.  Finding  that  we  could  neither  sell 
nor  give  away  Blanche  Bergiel’s  giggle, 
we  leave  it  to  the  sophomore  class. 

25.  To  Elmer  Merritt  we  leave  a bot- 
tle of  liniment  to  forestall  any  rheuma- 
tism he  might  incur  while  pushing  a baby 
carriage. 

26.  To  David  Sargent  we  leave  Elaine 
Milkey’s  poetic  vocabulary. 

GRANDPA 

“Hello,  Grandpa.  How  are  ya?” 

“Why,  hello,  boy.  What’s  the  news 
from  school  today?” 

“Well,  we  had  our  first  high-school 
class  election  this  morning.  We  sure 
have  got  a big  class.  Fourteen  hundred. 
We'll  be  powerful  in  a couple  of  years.” 

“Well,  well.  You  have  got  quite  a class 
haven't  you.  I remember  years  ago 
when  I went  to  good  old  Turners  High. 
Our  class  was  a big  entering  group  for 
those  times.  We  had  a hundred  and 
forty-seven,  I think  it  was,  class  of  ’33. 
There  were  a lot  of  notables  in  our  class, 
officers  too.  You’ve  heard  of  Trudel, 
Admiral  of  the  Pacific  fleet  now.  He 
was  our  president.  Elvira  Prondecki 
was  our  secretary.  She’s  a college  pres- 
ident now,  out  West.  Vine  Parzick, 
vice-president.  He’s  a foot-ball  coach  in 
some  big  southern  college,  quite  a man, 
too.  Bernice  Grogan,  the  well-known  New 
York  business  expert,  was  our  treasurer. 
O,  yes,  and  Enid  Morgan,  absolute  au- 
thority on  English  literature,  was  our 
historian.  Yes,  sir.  We  had  some  class. 
Why  only  yesterday  I was  reading  that 
Ruth  Blassberg,  who  read  one  of  the 
honor  essays  at  graduation  was  promoted 
to  professor  emeritus  of  Latin  at  Wel- 
lesley. And  say,  did  you  know  that  your 
math  instructor,  Mr.  Stuart,  wrote  our 
class  song  in  his  senior  year?  Lillian 
Mosseau,  concert  pianist,  composed  the 
music.  We  always  were  a promising 
class;  won  more  doctors’  degrees  than  a 
tree  has  apples.” 

“Ya  know;  Gramp,  we’re  having  a swell 
social  tonight.  First  in  high-school.  It 
oughta  be  good,  I'm  taking  my  new  auto- 
gyro.” 


27.  To  the  Freshman  Class  we  leave 
the  thought  that  they  have  only  three 
more  detentionful  years. 

28.  We  ask  that  all  students  con- 
template Elvira  Prondecki’s  classic  ut- 
terance, “You  can  fool  some  of  the  Fac- 
ulty some  of  the  time,  and  you  can  fool 
some  of  the  Faculty  all  of  the  time,  but 
you're  darn  lucky  if  you  don’t  get  a de- 
tention for  your  trouble.” 

29.  To  Adam  Krynzel  we  leave  the 
suggestion  that  he  train  his  beard  to 
grow  upward  to  keep  the  sun  out  of 
his  eyes. 

30.  To  show  our  consideration  of  the 
faculty  we  now  leave  the  school. 

Richard  Stuart , 
Elaine  Milkey, 
Enid  Morgan. 

REMINISCES 

“Humph.  You  fellows  don’t  know 
what  a real  good  time  is.  When  I was  a 
boy  we  had  some  mighty  fine  dances.  I 
remember  the  Freshmen  Social.  Every 
young  one  was  there.  Not  much  danc- 
ing, but  we  enjoyed  it,  howsomever. 
When  Sophomore  Social  came  along  we 
did  ourselves  proud.  Learned  to  dance 
and  act  gentlemanly  by  then  and  had  a 
mighty  fine  time.  Speaking  of  autogy- 
ros, we  were  lucky  to  have  an  automobile 
then.  You  fellows  don’t  know  what 
walking  is.  Then  we  were  willing  to 
take  a girl  home  by  trolley  and  then 
walk  two  miles  back,  just  for  the  pleas- 
ure. And  you  have  a modern  airport  on 
ihe  school  building.  Junior  Prom  was 
the  best  time  of  all.  As  I remember  we 
had  a pirate  scene.  Mighty  cleverly  ar- 
ranged, it  was,  too.  The  committee 
worked  on  it  for  weeks  ahead.  We  had 
a grand  march  and  dancing  until  mid- 
night. It  was  about  the  best  Prom  Tur- 
ners ever  had,  we  thought.  Right  after 
that  came  Junior  Prize  Speaking.  There’s 
something  you  boys  would  do  well  to 
work  on.  We  had  seven  speakers.  Fritz 
Thomas  won  by  some  excellent  speaking. 
He  was  a cheer  leader,  tennis  player, 
football  man  and  all-round  good  fellow. 
Lucille  Webber  and  Elvira  Prondecki 
were  the  other  well-deserving  winners. 
They  were  wonderful  speakers  for  girls. 
Miss  Teed  trained  the  others  well,  too, 
Anna  Cortway,  Alida  Wattles,  Frank 
Gessing  and  Clarence  Welcome.  Wait 
till  your  senior  year,  boy.  That’s  the 
best  of  all.  A good  deal  of  credit  for 
our  great  last  year  went  to  our  class 
teacher,  Miss  Little.  She  did  good  work 
guiding  us  along. 


NETOP  BOARD 


ICEBOUND 


N E T O P 


5 


“We  had  some  fine  senior  athletes, 
Yana  Bush,  owner  of  the  Bearcats, 
Miami  ball-club,  and  Vine  Parzick  and 
Walter  Schwozec,  all  husky  lads.  Yes, 
sir,  they  made  some  great  records.  Now- 
adays half  you  fellows  can’t  bat  a ball 
ten  yards.  Air  riding  weakens  you  too 
much.  Ah ! those  were  the  days,  when 
we  licked  the  old  depression  and  3.2 
came  back.  We  threw  a fine  hop  for  the 
freshmen.  We  began  to  realize  then  how 
helpless  and  insignificant  they  were  and 
we  pitied  them,  poor  things.  Our  senior 
class  play  would  have  been  an  honor  to 
a Broadway  house. 

“An  all-star  cast  of  Elvira,  Francis 
Thomas,  George  Fisette,  Enid  Morgan, 
Lucille  Webber,  Alida  Wattles,  Rita 
Cuff,  Charlotte  Braun,  Clarence  Wel- 
come, Austin  White,  Charles  Burnham 
and  Roland  Menard,  directed  by  Miss 
Teed  rendered  the  Pulitzer  Prize  Win- 
ner, ‘Icebound'.  Ah ! there  was  a play 
such  as  this  lazy  age  of  movie  hounds 


can  never  realize.  To  humor  the  juniors 
we  attended  their  Prom  practically  en 
masse  and  meanwhile  enjoyed  ourselves 
greatly.  Then  we  had  our  own  class 
dance,  the  Senior  Farewell  Dance  on 
June  9th,  without  any  tears.  What  a 
dance ! Ah ! There’s  another  old  cus- 
tom you’ve  lost  today,  Class  Day.  Our 
futuristic  class  day  was  a riot,  the  sen- 
sation of  the  decade.  The  prophecies 
were  good  and  a lot  came  true.  That 
was  some  day.  We  had  a big  graduat- 
ing class,  a hundred  and  fifteen,  the 
biggest  dear  old  T.  F.  H.  S.  saw  for 
years,  I believe.  That  was  the  year  they 
introduced  the  new  diplomas,  like  the 
one  you’ve  got  now.  Quite  a revolution 
for  that  day.  Well,  son,  I hope  you  en- 
joy high  school  only  half  as  much  as  we 
did  then,  for  you’ll  sure  have  a fine  old 
time.  There’s  nothing  better  to  have  for 
a memory.” 

Forbes  Bryce 
Historian  (1929-31) 


ICEBOUND 

By  Owen  Davis 


“You  can,”  said  Miss  Teed. 

“They  did,”  says  everybody  else. 

To  put  on  “Icebound”  was  quite  an  un- 
dertaking for  Our  senior  class.  How- 
ever, since  all  the  larger  schools  were 
producing  it  during  these  last  few  years, 
we  were  not  to  be  outdone.  (Lines  as 
well  theatrical  as  athletic.) 

After  tryouts  and  rehearsals  the  big 
night  finally  arrived. 

Henry  Jordan  (George  Fisette)  as 
Emma  Jordan’s  (Enid  Morgan)  husband 
was  just  too  perfect.  Indeed  he  was  the 
obedient  husband  first,  and  then  the  con- 
scientious business  man. 

Rita  Cuff  as  Nettie,  Emma’s  daughter, 
played  the  role  of  the  vamp. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  Ben  Jordan 
(Francis  Thomas),  the  black  sheep  of 
the  family  (but  the  hero  of  the  play) 
“fell”  for  her  when  he  saw  her  arrayed 
in  a beautiful  blue  satin  gown.  But  her 
competition  was  overcome  by  Jane  Cros- 
by’s (Elvira  Prondecki)  masterful  and 
clear  supervision  of  her  inheritance, 
namely  Ben. 

And  while  Ben  was  being  temporarily 
occupied  with  Nettie,  Judge  Bradford 
(Austin  White)  showed  considerable  in- 
terest in  Jane  Crosby.  (He  made  a 
grand  judge.)  In  this  inheritance  ques- 
tion, Sadie  Fellows  (Lucille  Webber) 
and  Ella  Jordan  (Alida  Wattles)  played 
important  parts.  Alida  was  a character 


study  in  herself.  Lucille  certainly  mas- 
tered a New  England  dialect,  and  her 
handling  of  Orin  Fellows  (Charles 
Burnham)  her  son,  was  simply  side- 
splitting. Charley,  attired  in  red  socks, 
green  mittens,  khaki  shorts,  and 
equipped  with  a sling-shot,  strings,  and 
extracted  teeth,  was  a show  in  himself. 
Then,  of  course,  the  sheriff,  Jim  Jay 
(Roland  Menard)  was  interesting.  He 
was  going  to  arrest  Ben  Jordan,  but 
ever-watchful  Jane  Crosby  and  obliging 
Judge  Bradford  convinced  Roland  that 
Fritzy  was  not  so  bad  after  all. 

And  how  does  Clarence  Welcome  strike 
you  as  Doctor  Curtis?  It  is  strange  he 
didn’t  notice  either  Elvira  or  Rita. 
(These  professional  men!)  Charley  Burn- 
ham had  as  a laugh-supplying  partner, 
Charlotte  Braun  in  the  role  of  Hannah, 
the  housekeeper.  With  her  red  hair 
(wig),  most  evident  sniffle,  commanding 
voice,  and  complete  naivete,  she  kept  the 
audience  in  stitches. 

There  are  other  smaller  details  which 
will  forever  remain  secrets  of  such  peo- 
ple as  stage  and  property  managers,  and 
to  which  other  senior  classes  can  look 
forward  with  anticipation.  (A  trip  to 
Gill  to  get  a lamp,  for  instance). 

But  without  any  vanity,  it  is  safe  to 
say  that  “Icebound”,  as  presented  by 
the  senior  class,  was  a complete  success 
from  every  point  of  view. 

R.  B.  ’33. 
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THE  VOLCANO’S  TRUST 


With  a thunderous  roar  and  rumbling, 
the  volcano,  Cataparl  awoke  from  its 
prolonged  sleep  of  years.  The  ground 
trembled  and  was  covered  with  lava  and 
ashes  for  miles  around.  Don  Cartwright, 
the  young  archeologist,  in  search  of  the 
lost  city  of  the  Mayans,  Cibola,  viewed 
the  spectacle  with  awe  and  admiration. 
His  companion  was  more  intent  upon 
dodging  the  flying  rocks  than  upon  the 
wonder  of  nature. 

“Hey,  Don,  quit  the  day-dreaming.  If 
we  don't  get  away  from  here  while  the 
getting's  good,  we — hey  ! look  out ! duck  ! 
Oh,  I knew  it ! I knew  it.  I wish  those 
rocks  would  be  more  particular  where 
they  landed.  Now,  I've  got  a cripple  on 
my  hands.  It  may  be  a corpse  for  all  I 
know.  The  best  thing  I can  do,  is  to  get 
this  outfit  away  from  here.” 

Tying  Don’s  unconscious  body  across 
the  burro’s  back,  Mike,  leading  the  pack- 
train,  hastened  to  depart  from  the  vicin- 
ity of  the  falling  debris.  Fifteen  min- 
utes later,  he  halted  in  a small  clearing 
and  placing  Don  on  the  ground,  felt  of 
his  pulse.  The  faint  sign  of  life  en- 
couraged him  to  revive  his  comrade.  He 
forced  water  from  a canteen  into  his 
mouth  and  bathed  his  forehead  until  Don, 
spluttering  and  choking,  gained  con- 
sciousness. 

“Wh-wh-what  happened?  Hey,  Mike?” 

“It’s  all  right,  Don.  Nature  kissed  you 
with  a rock,"  answered  Mike,  enheart- 
ened  by  his  friend’s  recovery. 

“It’s  a wonder  she  didn’t  kiss  you. 
She's  the  first  lady  I know  of  who  didn’t 
fall  all  over  herself  at  the  sight  of  your 
mug,”  bantered  Don,  quite  his  old  self. 

“Yeah?  Well,  I notice  she  didn't  miss 
you.  With  that  head  of  yours,  you  could 
have  made  the  original  man-hater  goofy 
over  you,  to  say  nothing  of  shedding 
rocks  like  a duck  sheds  water,”  Mike 
reciprocated. 

“All  right,  all  right  you  win,”  con- 
ceded Don.  “We’ll  return  to  the  village, 
but  I'm  going  to  get  an  outfit  ready,  for 
we’re  coming  back  as  sure  as  I’m  alive. 
The  natives  warned  me  that  this  would 
happen.” 

“Yeah?  Who  told  them?”  asked  the 
skeptical  Mike. 

“It’s  some  old  legend,  they  know.  It 
seems  that  the  people  of  Cibola,  the  city 
I am  seeking  and  which  is  supposed  to 
be  around  here,  were  captured  by  a Span- 
ish expedition  and  killed.  Their  king 
swore  that  the  volcano  would  avenge 


their  death.  According  to  tradition,  as 
soon  as  he  was  killed,  the  volcano 
erupted,  closing  the  pass  through  the 
mountains  and  forever  shutting  in  the 
city  and  the  Spaniards.  The  natives 
claim  that  it  has  erupted  regularly  every 
hundred  years  since  then,  which  is  veri- 
fied by  their  oldest  inhabitant.  No  one 
has  ever  dared  to  venture  in  search  of 
the  city  because  of  superstition  and  fear.” 
Don  was  sufficiently  recovered  by  now 
to  stand  up.  For  some  reason  inexplic- 
able to  himself  Mike  had  taken  along 
the  rock  that  had  felled  Don,  and  pro- 
ducing it  now,  handed  it  to  him. 

“Good  thing  it  only  grazed  you,”  he 
remarked  to  Don,  to  no  effect  for  Don 
was  gazing  intently  on  the  rock.  Just  as 
Mike  leaned  over  to  see  what  was  so 
absorbing,  Don  burst  forth  with  a 
mighty  yell  of  joy. 

“Get  the  burros.  Hurry!  We’re  go- 
ing back  to  Torres  for  supplies  and  be 
ready  to  return  here  as  soon  as  this  lava 
cools,”  ordered  Don  rapidly. 

“Yeah,  well  now  that  we’re  on  our  way 
be  a pal,  and  let  me  on  the  secret.” 
“I’ve  found  it ! I’ve  found  it ! This  is 
the  first  evidence  ever  found  of  the  lost 
Mayan  city.  Next  week,  we  will  explore 
the  locality.  The  volcano  will  be  dead 
again.” 

“Say,  look  at  the  natives.  That  erup- 
tion sure  disturbed  them.  They’ll  prob- 
ably advise  us  not  to  go  looking  around 
the  mountains  after  this.” 

“It  won’t  do  them  any  good.  You  can 
get  the  supplies  ready  while  I telephone 
the  discovery  to  the  National  Depart- 
ment of  Archeology.  By  the  way  Mike, 
don’t  forget  that  camera.” 

Daybreak,  a week  later  found  the  two 
at  the  mouth  of  the  volcano.  At  the 
bottom  a hole  could  be  seen  on  the  op- 
posite side.  The  outfit  wended  its  way 
down  the  treacherous  inside  till  it 
reached  the  hole  which  they  found  to 
extend  back  into  the  darkness. 

“Get  me  the  flashlight,  Mike.  I'm  go- 
ing to  explore  this  tunnel.  You  stay  here 
with  the  burros,  and  if  I’m  not  back  in 
a half  hour,  you  can  follow.” 

“Yeah.  Nothing  doing,  either  I go 
with  you  or  you  don’t  go  at  all.  Anyone 
who  can’t  take  care  of  himself  any  better 
than  you,  needs  a nursemaid.” 

“Never  mind  the  joking.  We  can’t 
take  the  burros  through  this  trip.  If, 
however,  we  put  a big  rock  on  the  reins, 
that  ought  to  hold  them.” 
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With  Don  in  the  lead,  they  moved  cau- 
tiously forward,  guided  by  the  flash- 
light. A half  hour  was  consumed  before 
he  again  saw  light,  and  with  but  a few 
thousand  feet  separating  him  from 
the  city,  he  was  all  ready  formulating 
plans  to  revisit  Cibola.  For  the  present 
they  contented  themselves  as  best  they 
could  by  taking  a picture  of  the  scene 
from  their  lofty  perch.  With  a last  ling- 
ering look,  they  reluctantly  retraced  their 
way  through  the  passage.  The  volcano 
still  barred  the  way  and  guarded  its 
wondrous  treasure.  While  returning  to 
Torres  Don  outlined  his  plans. 

“We’ll  charter  a plane  for  our  next 
trip.  That  level  plain,  to  the  north  of 
the  city  will  make  a splendid  landing 
field.  The  Department  of  Archeology 
ought  to  have  it  down  here  in  a fort- 
night at  the  latest  if  we  notify  them 
immediately.” 

“Great  idea.  In  the  meanwhile  we  can 
make  whatever  preparation  is  needed,” 
supplemented  Mike. 

In  record  time,  a huge  tri-motor  came 
to  Torres  and  the  outfit  was  stowed 
aboard  in  readiness  for  the  following 
morning.  The  staccato  roar  of  the  pow- 
erful “silver  bird”  broke  the  morning 
silence,  and  frightened  the  natives  who 
hadn't  yet  gotten  over  their  fear  of  this 
thunder  monster.  They  rushed  forth  in 
time  to  see  it  winging  its  way  towards 
Cataparl.  The  pilot  had  no  difficulty  in 
finding  the  place  and  a short  time  after- 
wards set  the  great  plane  at  rest  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  Mayan  city. 

The  party  set  out  to  explore  the  mon- 
ument to  a forgotten  civilization.  Keep- 
ing together  to  prevent  anyone  from 
getting  lost,  they  wended  their  way 

“HELP, 

Time — Early  Morning — Sometime  in 
August. 

Scene — A lonely  section  of  the  beach. 

(As  the  curtain  rises  there  are  cries 
of  “Help,  Help !”  from  the  ocean.  A 
young  man  appears.  He  hears  the  cries, 
hesitates  a moment — then  strips  off  his 
jacket  and  plunges  in.  He  returns  in  a 
moment — very  wet — carrying  a girl  also 
damp,  but  charming  nevertheless.  He 
sets  her  down  on  the  beach  and  looks  at 
her  with  a quizzical  smile.  In  a moment 
she  revives.) 

Girl:  Hello!  That  was  close,  wasn’t 
it? 

Man:  Well — rather. 

Girl:  I feel  all  right,  now.  You  saved 
my  life. 


through  the  main  street.  At  the  end  of 
the  street  stood  a marvelous  temple  of 
weather-beaten  columns  and  huge  stone 
steps.  With  some  stumbling  Don  de- 
ciphered the  inscription  on  the  facade 
which  stated  that  this  was  the  temple 
to  Teocali,  the  god  of  wisdom  and  patron 
of  scholars.  Like  a hunter  who  sees  his 
quarry  in  sight,  Don  bounded  up  the 
steps  and  followed  by  his  companions 
entered  the  temple.  What  he  found  there 
well  repaid  him  for  all  his  efforts.  He 
came  upon  a stone  tablet  on  what  was 
seemingly  an  altar  that  later  proved  of 
more  value  and  importance  than  the  fa- 
mous Rosetta  Stone.  It  was  the  key  to 
the  Mayan  language,  a priceless  discov- 
ery. This  filled  him  with  such  joy  that 
he  gave  little  thought  to  the  rest  of  the 
sights.  They  visited  the  sacred  well 
where  the  most  beautiful  maiden  was  of- 
fered each  year  to  the  god  of  the  vol- 
cano, the  splendid  homes  of  the  people 
and  lastly  the  majestic  and  imposing 
palace  of  the  king.  Here  and  there  were 
found  piles  of  fried  bones  intermingled 
with  gorgeous  cloaks,  and  other  bones 
lying  amongst  rusted  armor  plainly  told 
the  tale  of  the  dead  Spaniards  and 
showed  what  had  happened  to  the  in- 
habitants. 

This  exploration  consumed  the  better 
part  of  the  day  and  it  was  quite  dark 
when  the  plane  aided  by  its  lights  once 
more  took  to  the  air.  They  landed  at 
Torres  shortly  afterwards  and  resting 
there  that  night  left  for  Washington  the 
next  day.  As  a fitting  reward  for  his 
work  Don  was  appointed  to  lead  a larger 
expedition  to  the  city  and  was  also  given 
a raise  in  salary. 

George  Fisette. 

HELP!” 

Man:  Oh,  no,  really — 

Girl:  I know,  you’re  modest.  I adore 
modest  men. 

Man:  No,  but — I say,  forget  it,  won’t 
you? 

Girl:  Well,  I won’t  talk  about  it  if 

that’s  what  you  mean — but  I won’t  for- 
get it. 

Man:  Hadn’t  we  better  be  getting  back 
to  the  hotel?  We’re  both  rather  wet,  you 
know. 

Girl:  Oh,  I’m  dry  already.  Besides  I 
want  to  talk.  I worship  the  ocean,  don’t 
you? 

Man:  Well-a 

Girl:  It  makes  me  feel  so  wild  and  ro- 
mantic and  er-a- 

Man:  Reckless? 


GIRLS'  TENNIS  TEAM 
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Girl:  Yes — reckless  — sort  of  primi- 
tive, you  know.  I think  in  a previous  in- 
carnation I must  have  been  a sailor. 
I’ve  spent  all  my  summers  at  the  sea- 
shore and  I have  always  loved  it. 

Man:  A sailor-eh?  That  explains  it! 

Girl:  Explains  what? 

Man:  Well,  sailors  are  notorious  for 
being  unable  to  swim. 

Girl:  Oh — I can  swim.  But  I got  a 
cramp. 

Man:  A cramp? 

Girl:  Yes.  It  was  terrible.  A hand 
seemed  to  come  and  grab  me,  dragging 
me  down — down — into  the  deep. 

Man:  (Mutters)  Three  feet  deep — 

Girl:  What  did  you  say? 

Man:  Nothing,  really. 

Girl:  We  had  better  be  returning,  now. 
I want  Mama  to  meet  you,  Lord  Edge- 
water. 

Man:  Lord  Edgewater.  But  I’m  not 
Lord  Edgewater. 

Girl:  Well,  you’re  English — and  you 


speak  so  sort  of  cultured — and— and — 

Man:  This  is  the  place  where  Lord 
Edgewater  takes  his  morning  walk.  Well, 
it  happens  someone  else  also  takes  his 
morning  walk  here.  Permit  me  to  in- 
troduce myself — Charles  Muggins — valet 
to  Lord  Edgewater. 

Girl : Oh — dear. 

Man:  A nice  little  trap — my  spider — 
but  you  caught  the  wrong  fly. 

Girl:  I know  I’ve  caught  a cold — and 
my  nose  gets  so  red  and  everything. 

Man:  Hear  those  footsteps  approach- 
ing. That  is  Lord  Edgewater.  I tell  you 
what — duck  back  in  the  water,  and  do  it 
over  again.  I’ll  run  and  give  you  free 
way. 

Girl:  Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  Muggins. 

(She  leaves  him.) 

Man:  Whew — Narrow  escape — Well, 

Charles  is  in  for  it  and  I’m  well  out. 
(He  goes.) 

Curtain. 

Enid  Morgan,  ’33. 


MURDER  ON  THE  THIRTEENTH 


The  world,  on  that  thirteenth  night  of 

March,  was  filled  with  weird,  strange 
noises.  As  Theda  Marvis  hurried  home 
from  work,  she  shuddered  as  the  wind 
whistled  and  moaned  through  the  trees. 
She  had  a feeling  that  someone  was  fol- 
lowing her  but  twice  upon  gathering  the 
courage  to  turn  around,  she  saw  no  one. 
At  home,  she  rushed  breathlessly  into  the 
unlighted  hall.  In  the  darkness,  a 
long,  drawn-out  sigh  greeted  her  ears. 
With  her  heart  thumping  furiously,  she 
fumbled  with  the  switch.  Why,  how 
silly  she  was ! There  was  no  one  around. 
Foolish  of  her  to  think  that  the  hat 
rack  was  a man.  Her  over-tired  mind 
was  tricking  her.  It  would  be  better 
for  her  to  go  to  bed  and  get  a good 
night’s  sleep.  Theda  turned  out  the  light 
and  walked  slowly  out  of  the  room  leav- 
ing the  door  slightly  ajar.  “I  don’t  think 
I’ll  have  any  supper  tonight,  Marie.” 
“Yes,  Miss  Theda.” 

“I'm  going  right  to  bed.  You  may 
leave  if  you  wish.” 

“Thank  you,  Miss  Theda.  I think  I’ll 
listen  to  Amos  and  Andy  before  I go.” 
“Good  night,  Marie.” 

“Good  night,  Miss  Theda.” 

A few  hours  later,  Theda  awoke, 
thinking  she  heard  voices.  A tense  silence 
filled  the  house,  but  wait — ! ! She  heard 
a hoarse  muttering,  a woman’s  shout, 
and  a stifled  scream.  Where  was  Marie? 
Trembling  violently,  Theda  got  out  of 
bed  and  walked  to  the  top  of  the  stairs. 


An  intangible  something  seemed  to  brush 
by  her.  In  the  darkness,  she  could  dis- 
tinguish two  shapes  in  the  hall. 

“Here,  grab  this  bag !” 

“I’m  getting  out  of  this,  Bill.” 

“You  cur,  you’re  sticking  with  me. 
We’re  pals,  get  it?” 

“Yea,  I get  ya  but  I’m  quitting  right 
now !” 

“Oh,  no  you’re  not,  I’m  sticking  and 
you’re  sticking  with  me.  Drop  that  gun ! 
Take  this  bag ! Don’t  fall  over  that 
body.  Say,  do  you  have  to  step  in  that 
blood?” 

Crash ! ! 

Theda  heard  a scream,  followed  by  a 
shot,  the  smashing  of  glass,  a moan,  the 
soft  thud  of  a body,  and  then  sudden 
silence.  Her  muscles  were  paralyzed. 
Then  as  another  scream  was  heard,  she 
realized  that  it  came  from  her  own 
mouth.  The  scream  seemed  to  break  the 
spell  which  held  her,  and  she  fled  down 
the  stairs.  Then,  the  frightened  girl 
stood  like  one  who  sees  a miracle.  Was 
she  hearing  correctly?  The  voice  was 
scarcely  audible  above  the  terrific  beat- 
ing of  her  heart. 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  this  program 
has  come  to  you  from  station 
WNAC.  This  concludes  our  program 
for  the  evening.  Next  Wednesday,  at 
the  same  time,  we  shall  present  “The 
Bloody  Hand.”  The  orchestra  will  now 
play  “I  Aint  Got  No  Body.” 

Mary  McCarthy. 


LATIN  CLUB 
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THE  CLAM  DIGGER  AND  THE  PLUTOCRAT 


By  the  sea  in  a little  shanty  lived  an 
aged  fisherman  with  a crabbed  dispo- 
sition. 

To  him  came  Mr.  Whitney  Blake,  one 
of  the  “rich  folks”  from  “up  on  the  hill.” 
The  fisherman,  Marcellus  Sanders,  had 
been  the  purveyor  of  clams  to  the  Whit- 
ney Blake  family  for  years — a sort  of 
fishy  feudal  retainer,  as  it  were. 

“Marcellus,”  said  the  plutocrat,  “you 
know  my  daughter.  Do  you  ever  see  her 
down  here — with  a young  man — going 
sailing?” 

“Sure,”  said  Marcellus,  “comes  down 
to  the  boathouse  over  there — goes  off  in 
that  catboat — the  Gilde — moored  off  the 
end  of  the  float. 

“Whose  boat  is  it?” 

“Young  man’s  named  Bascomb,” 
growled  Marcellus. 

“Just  as  I suspected,”  thought  the 
father,  and  then ! “The  next  time  you 
see  my  daughter  and  that  young  man 
sailing  together,  telephone  me.  I’ll  give 
you  five  dollars  if  I can  catch  those  two 
together.” 

“All  right,”  said  the  clam  digger. 

Mr.  Whitney  Blake  was  strongly  averse 
to  a marriage  between  his  daughter  and 
Roger  Bascomb.  He  was  a newcomer  to 
the  town,  had  made  himself  immensely 
popular  and  had  been  paying  attention 
to  Caroline  Whitney  Blake.  Upon  inves- 
tigation Caroline’s  father  found  him  to 
be  fond  of  pleasure,  deeply  in  debt,  and 
possibly  a fortune  hunter. 

He  did,  however,  approve  highly  of 
Cyril  Paterson,  whose  parents  were  ex- 
tremely wealthy. 

One  afternoon  he  received  a telephone 
call  and  the  clam  digger  said,  “They’ve 
gone  out  sailing  again.  Expect  ’em 
back  about  five.” 


At  five  o’clock  the  wrathful  parent 
was  on  the  beach.  It  was  growing  dusk 
but  in  the  half  light,  he  could  see  that 
the  crew  of  the  catboat  consisted  of  a 
young  man  and  woman. 

Mr.  Whitney  Blake  stood  on  the  land- 
ing, waiting  to  receive  them. 

“Why,  father,”  cried  Caroline,  “you 
here ! Cyril  and  I have  had  a delightful 
sail.” 

“Good  evening,  sir !”  said  the  cheery 
voice  of  Cyril  Paterson.  “May  I come 
up  to  the  house?  I have  something  im- 
portant to  say  to  you  regarding — er — er 
— Caroline.” 

“Certainly,”  replied  Mr.  Whitney 
Blake,  “my  car  is  waiting  back  of  the 
boathouse.” 

“Hi — Hi!”  came  the  voice  of  the  clam 
digger  as  they  started  off. 

“Excuse  me  a moment,”  said  Mr. 
Whitney  Blake,  as  he  turned  to  inter- 
cept the  fisherman. 

“Where’s  that  five  dollars?”  asked  the 
fisherman. 

“Five  dollars!”  returned  the  pluto- 
crat, “you  ought  to  get  a punch  in  the 
nose.  I thought  you  told  me  my  daugh- 
ter went  sailing  with  Roger  Bascomb.” 

“Didn’t,”  replied  Marcellus.  “Said 
’twas  Bascomb’s  boat.  So  ’tis.  Paterson 
leased  it  for  the  summer.” 

“Why  didn’t  you  tell  me  that?”  de- 
manded Mr.  Whitney  Blake.  He  hand- 
ed the  clam  digger  the  five  dollars. 

That’s  all,  except  that  Roger  Bascomb 
married  a rich  widow  two  months  after 
Cyril  married  Caroline,  and  Mr.  Whitney 
Blake  looks  with  admiration  upon 
Marcellus  for  being  the  only  man  who 
ever  got  the  best  of  him  in  a business 
deal. 

R.  Godin,  ’32. 


IN  MAJESTY 


A lonely  tree  against  the  sky 
All  alone — I wonder  why? 

Standing  upright,  stern  and  still, 

Almost  motionless  on  a hill. 

Autumn  paints  it  a brilliant  red 
In  winter  its  boughs  and  leaves  seem 
dead. 

Springtime  to  it  a green  foliage  brings 
And  with  summer  breezes  ’tis  seen  to 
swing. 

Like  a man  of  majesty, 

Like  a large  ship  out  at  sea, 


Like  a leading  man  among  friends, 

This  tree  to  us  a message  sends. 

At  dawning  all  nature  awakes 
And  upon  the  tree  new  color  breaks 
At  twilight  again  a hand  unseen, 
Changes  the  leaves  to  a silvery  green. 

And  over  the  hillside  a silence  breaks, 
Stiller  than  the  glistening  lakes. 

When  through  night  breezes  blowing 
warm, 

Is  seen  the  dark  tree’s  shadowy  form. 

Gerald  Bordeau. 
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ONE  MAN’S  ATLANTIS 


Pacing  nervously  up  and  down  in  his 
coral  palace,  his  face  a blank,  Joseph 
Rainzik  presented  an  awe  inspiring  pic- 
ture. The  King  of  the  sea!  Slowly  a 
cruel  smile  came  to  his  face.  Ramzik 
was  crazy.  Life  under  the  sea  and 
thoughts  of  his  hitter,  distant  past  were 
the  main  reasons. 

“Ha ! Ha ! Ha !”  he  bitterly  laughed 
aloud.  “Another  one!”  His  voice  re- 
sounded through  his  coral  palace. 

Joseph  Ramzik  had  lived  in  the  sea 
many  years  now.  He  was  a descendant 
of  the  ancient  race  which  inhabited 
Atlantis.  Banned  by  his  people  because 
of  his  marriage  to  a poor  girl,  Ramzik,  a 
noble,  was  doomed  to  live  alone  in  the 
sea  forever.  Even  then  he  was  happy 
with  his  wife.  Life  under  the  sea  ap- 
pealed to  both  of  them.  They  breathed 
oxygen  from  the  water,  by  means  of  an 
apparatus  which  they  had  in  their  noses. 
All  went  well  until  that  fatal  day. 
Ramzik  grew  harsh  and  bitter,  as  he  pic- 
tured his  wife,  his  love,  harpooned,  be- 
ing mistaken  for  some  strange  sea  animal 
by  fishermen  from  the  place  he  called 
“the  world  above.” 

In  his  great  fury  Ramzik  vowed  to 
destroy  all  ships  passing  his  territory. 
His  “another  one”  uttered  a moment  ago 
had  referred  to  another  ship  which  he 
had  sunk  by  his  magic  powers.  Why ! 
It  was  what  Ramzik  thrived  on.  He 
had  to  sink  a ship  every  so  often. 

Ramzik  alone  ruled  his  vast  domain. 
His  coral  palace  could  have  been  one 
of  the  wonders  of  the  world.  It  was 
simply  beautiful.  The  soft  light  of  Ram- 
zik’s  sea  lamp  played  with  the  colors 
of  the  coral  walls.  The  blend  resulting 
was  far  better  than  that  of  our  rain- 
bow. 

Ramzik  was  in  one  of  his  frightful 
moods.  He  was  sick  of  it  all.  Yet 
that  one  thought  of  his  murdered  wife 
kept  him  here.  When  in  one  of  these 
moods  Ramzik  would  go  to  a lookout 
tower  and  from  there,  through  his  spe- 
cial glasses,  view  and  enjoy  looking  upon 
his  world,  his  miniature  Atlantis.  Ramzik 
was  doing  that  now. 


He  regarded  his  hills  of  coral.  In 
the  dusky  rays  of  the  sun  they  pre- 
sented a very  fine,  velvety  picture.  They 
were  his  mountains.  From  the  window 
the  different  kinds  of  sea  weed  and 
vegetation,  each  with  its  own  bright 
color,  blended  in  very  well.  The  whole 
picture  presented  that  strange  mystic 
appearance  of  the  sea!  The  darting 
fish  were  Ramzik’s  subjects.  He  glori- 
fied in  them.  This  yellow  fish,  that  red 
one,  each  gave  him  a certain  thrill.  All 
blended  in  to  make  one  of  the  greatest 
and  most  beautiful  sights  in  any  world. 
Always  this  colorful,  mystic  picture 
produced  the  same  effect  on  Ramzik.  It 
gave  him  new  life. 

Each  day  Ramzik  explored  as  yet  un- 
known parts  of  his  world.  One  day 
while  swimming  through  a perfectly 
gorgeous  stretch  of  country  his  eyes  sud- 
denly saw  something  huge.  It  was  a 
ship  but  not  one  of  those  he  had  sunk. 
The  vessel  proved  to  be  an  ancient 
Spanish  galleon.  It  interested  Ramzik 
very  much  and  he  entered  it.  Sea  weeds 
were  growing  up  in  many  places.  The 
atmosphere  of  the  place  pleased  Ram- 
zik. It  was  absolutely  dark  yet  the  man 
could  barely  discern  the  different  parts 
of  the  ship. 

Suddenly  he  stepped  on  something 
which  gave  way.  He  hastily  looked  down 
and  there  he  saw  gold  ! Gold  ! Bags  of 
it ! Ramzik  spent  days  and  nights  bring- 
ing it  to  his  castle. 

One  day  he  entered  the  hold  of  the 
vessel  as  usual.  While  he  was  looking 
into  an  old  chest  he  heard  something 
enter  and  come  behind  him.  It  was  a 
shark,  an  old  enemy  of  his ! 

Slowly  the  huge  fish  prepared  to  at- 
tack. What  a fight ! Ramzik  fought 
hard.  Suddenly  he  lost  his  balance  and 
plop ! he  landed  right  in  the  open  jaws 
of  the  shark!  The  blook  oozed  from 
the  shark’s  mouth.  In  the  sunlight  it 
was  a great  spectacle,  that  stream  of  red 
slowly  distributing  itself  through  the 
kingdom  which  was  now  without  a ruler. 

F.  Piskor,  ’33. 


I’d  like  to  be  a college  lad. 
He  leads  a life  of  ease; 

For,  even  when  he  graduates, 
He  does  it  by  degrees. 


A college  student  wrote  to  his  father 
from  college:  “No  mon,  no  fun,  your 

son.” 

Promptly  his  father  answered:  “How 
sad,  too  bad,  your  dad.” 


N E TO  P 


23 


FANCY  LEADS 


There  is  no  more  appropriate  time  or 
place  to  let  Fancy  lead  one  over  the  road 
of  Wishes  than  when  one  is  in  bed  and 
unable  to  follow  Sleep.  Many  and  di- 
verse are  the  fancies  and  whims  that 
linger  through  my  mind.  The  one  that 
I like  best  and  often  ponder  over  is  a 
desire  to  have  a little  boat  and  all  the 
things  that  directly  or  indirectly  accom- 
pany it. 

A little  snow-white  sail  aids  the  snappy 
white  schooner  of  my  fancies  over  the 
waves.  With  Fancy  at  the  helm,  where 
doesn’t  my  little  boat  wander?  I pic- 
ture myself  on  the  deck  cruising  slowly 
about  on  the  lulling  waves  off  the  Flor- 
ida coast.  The  expert  helmsman  steers 
with  unparalleled  skill  and  speed.  We 
now  hold  our  course  up  the  Connecticut 
River  above  the  Turners  Falls  Dam.  A 
delightful,  secluded  cove  beckons  me.  My 
fancies  have,  very  obligingly,  construct- 
ed a cosy  log-cabin  with  a cheery  fire- 
place, in  a pine  tree  glen.  My  boat  is 
docked  under  shelter  and  as  it  is  winter, 
I am  now  sitting  before  a roaring  fire. 
Its  brilliant  flames,  multi-colored  artifi- 
cially, tower  up  the  wide-mouthed  chim- 
ney. Like  a protecting  army,  it  wards 
off  the  baffled  wind,  shrieking  in  dismay 


and  rage  at  being  repulsed.  Why  does 
fancy  move  so  fast?  I have  not  finished 
my  stay.  Why  does  it  drag  me  thou- 
sands of  miles  from  the  homey  atmos- 
phere of  my  log-cabin. 

My  schooner,  it  must  be  winged,  is 
now  tossing  on  the  deep  blue  swell,  un- 
der a blistering  sun,  a short  distance 
from  a lovely  South  Sea  island,  an  oasis 
of  the  sea.  The  tall  stately  palms  tend 
a silent  welcome.  Without  any  definite 
sense  of  motion,  I find  myself  in  a small 
harbor,  palm-encircled,  and  with  the 
rolling  surf  playing  over  the  smooth 
sandy  beach.  The  verdant  foliage  of  the 
palms  offer  a most  acceptable  promise  of 
relief  from  the  powerful  sun.  A thatched 
hut  (what  matters  how  it  got  there?)’ 
in  the  cool  refreshing  shade  makes  an 
excellent  retreat  from  the  scorching 
fire-ball,  now  highest  in  the  sky. 

As  I repose  on  a cool  couch  within 
Fancy  fades  slowly,  very  slowly  and 
softly  away.  Sleep  is  now  my  pilot.  He 
leads  me  into  the  realm  of  Morpheus, 
giver  of  the  splendid  and  rejuvenating 
gift,  sleep.  Slowly,  silently,  softly, 
lulled  in  the  arms  of  the  god  of  sleep,  I 
surrender  to  him. 

G.  F. 


MYSTERY 


Daffodils  peeping  through  the  earth 
How  did  you  know  that  Spring  was  here? 
Who  told  you  that  the  time  had  come, 
To  brighten  the  world  another  year? 

Did  a fairy  whisper  in  your  ear 
And  tell  you  tales  of  mother  earth? 

Tell  you  that  the  time  was  near 
To  give  joy  to  the  world  by  your  birth? 


When  will  you  your  secret  disclose 
To  curious  mortals  far  and  wide? 

We  all  can  guess,  but  who  really  knows? 
Only  God,  our  Creator,  who  rules  on 
high. 

For  all  the  mysteries  of  earth 
Are  hidden  from  the  mortal  eyes. 

We  shall  not  even  glimpse  the  truth, 
Until  we  stand  in  Paradise. 

M.  McCarthy. 


CONTENTED  CREATURES 


The  butterfly  flitting  to  and  fro, 

Among  the  flowers  that  grow 

Along  the  highway; 

The  bluebird  busily  flying  from  ground 
to  tree, 

Humming  a merry  tune,  while  making 
its  nest 

For  the  approaching  summer; 

The  honey  bees  buzzing  from  flower  to 
flower 

Storing  honey,  gathered  from  each  tulip 


Buttercup  and  rose; 

The  golden  downy  chicks  scampering  by 
In  search  of  wonders  great  or  small; 
The  quacking  duck  with  her  flock  of 
ducklings 

Ambling  along  in  a single  file 
For  a morning  shower; 

Those  happy  creatures  of  nature, 

All — breathe  contentment. 

G.  Gravelle,  ’33. 


AS  WE  WERE 


m&m 


FRENCH  CLUB 


COMMERCIAL  CLUB 


SCHOOL  NOTES 


Milton  J.  Schlagenhauf,  director  of 
admissions  at  Northeastern  University, 
addressed  the  high  school  students,  April 
7,  1933.  He  has  spoken  here  many  times 
before.  He  gave  a very  fine  inspira- 
tional talk  dealing  with  the  “Selection 
of  a Vocation.” 

Mr.  Lithgow,  magician  and  entertainer, 
gave  a pleasing  exhibition  of  his  skill  to 
the  student  body  in  an  assembly  pro- 
gram on  April  11.  The  program  con- 
sisted of  sleight-of-hand  tricks,  a Punch 
and  Judy  show,  and  a ventriloquial  com- 
edy, featuring  Jimmy,  the  educated 
blockhead. 

The  cheer  leaders  chosen  for  next  year 
are  Casimir  Sojka,  William  Fritz,  and 
Phyllis  Gunn  of  Turners  Falls,  and 
Evelyn  Roe  of  Montague  City. 

L.  R.  Talbot  of  Boston  University^  a 
representative  of  the  Audubon  Society, 
spoke  to  the  students  about  birds, 
April  26. 

Ruth  Blassberg  won  third  place  in  the 
contest  with  six  male  contestants,  con- 
tending for  the  high  school  championship 
of  Western  Massachusetts,  April  28,  at 
Springfield.  The  judges  were  Mrs.  Alice 
Mills  of  Mt.  Holyoke  College,  Prof.  S.  L. 
Garrison  of  Amherst  College,  and  Rob- 
ert Haskins  of  Loomis  Institute  of  Win-- 
slow,  Connecticut.  John  E.  McCarthy  of 
Cathedral  High  won  first  place  and  Ed- 
win E.  Rozwenc  of  Northampton,  second. 

On  May  3,  Dr.  Ward  C.  Bryant  of 
Greenfield  spoke  to  the  upperclassmen  on 
the  subject  of  osteopathy. 

A large  number  was  reported  at  the 
annual  band  social  held  on  May  5.  Be- 
sides dancing,  cards  were  played.  Deco- 
rations were  in  blue  and  pink,  and  a 
colorful  scene  was  made  by  the  band 
members  in  uniform.  Those  in  the  re- 
ceiving line  were  School  Superintendent 
and  Mrs.  Joseph  Keating,  Principal  and 
Mrs.  Arthur  E.  Burke,  Miss  Nellie  P. 
FitzGerald,  Miss  Mabel  Fortune,  George 
Wrightson,  and  Band  Sergeants  Franklin 
Bickford,  Elwyn  Taber,  and  Gordon 
Higginbotham.  Awards  in  cards  were 
made  as  follows:  high  contract,  Mrs. 
C.  E.  Bankwitz;  high  auction,  Mrs.  Clif- 
ton Winn,  C.  W.  Higginbotham,  and 
second  in  auction,  Paul  Shumway. 

The  annual  junior  prom  took  place 
May  12,  at  the  Hibernian  Hall,  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  Alice  Teed,  faculty 


adviser.  Much  time  and  care  had  been 
used  to  produce  the  decorative  scene  of 
the  arctic.  The  color  scheme  was  blue 
and  white,  with  wall  decorations  of 
painted  polar  bears  and  ice,  skis,  snow 
shoes  and  a buffalo  robe.  The  stage  was 
set  in  snow  covered  icebergs  behind  which 
shone  the  Aurora  Borealis.  At  the  other 
end  of  the  hall,  in  an  ice  fort,  were 
served  refreshments.  The  decoration  was 
done  by  Miss  Lydia  DesOrmeaux  and 
members  of  the  Junior  class.  Those  in 
the  receiving  line  were  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Joseph  Keating,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Arthur 
E.  Burke,  Mrs.  Karl  Miller,  Mrs.  Theo- 
dore Aitken,  and  Mrs.  Arthur  Martineau. 

The  committee  in  charge  was  composed 
of  Raymond  Trudel,  Chairman,  David 
Sargent,  Evelyn  Roe,  Janet  Aitken, 
Howard  Miller,  Isabelle  Wheeler,  Mary 
Kondrat,  Josephine  Waraksa,  Irene 
Choate,  Lester  Hazelton,  Franklin  Bick- 
ford, Charlotte  Dykes,  Mary  Ladd,  El- 
wyn Taber,  Phyllis  Gunn,  Marjorie  Hall, 
and  Jeanette  Martineau. 

On  Saturday,  May  13,  the  Pro  Merito 
students  went  to  Orange  to  the  annual 
spring  conference  of  Pro  Merito  Chap- 
ters of  Western  Massachusetts. 

The  concert  of  the  glee  club  and  or- 
chestra was  given  at  the  Opera  House 
Friday,  April  28,  1933.  The  concert  con- 
sisted of  seventy-five  voices  in  the  glee 
club  and  twenty-seven  pieces  in  the  or- 
chestra. Mr.  Charles  Bickford,  music 
supervisor,  has  worked  several  months 
to  make  the  concert  a success. 

The  program  was  as  follows:  Beetho- 
ven’s Egmont  Overture  by  the  orchestra; 
Cook’s  “Swing  Along,”  glee  club ; Krien’s 
“Evening  Sounds,”  by  the  orchestra;  “A 
Home  on  the  Range,”  boys’  glee  club ; 
“Keep  in  the  Middle  of  the  Road,” 
chorus;  Wilson’s  “Pepita,”  glee  club; 
Huhn’s  “Invictus,”  glee  club;  Richard 
Strauss’  Entr’Act  from  the  “Rose  Cava- 
lier,” orchestra;  Tschaikowsky,  “Waltz  of 
the  Flowers,”  glee  club;  Victor  Herbert 
selections  by  the  orchestra  and  songs  of 
the  day  by  the  glee  club. 

The  officers  of  the  glee  club  are  Frank- 
lin Bickford,  president;  Gustave  Milkey, 
vice-president;  and  Elaine  Milkey  sec- 
retary. Frank  Piskor,  president;  Eliza- 
beth Graboske,  vice-president;  and  Janet 
Aitken,  secretary-treasurer  are  the  offi- 
cers of  the  orchestra. 
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AGREE? 


Smallest 

Lillian  Sears 
Energetic 

Ruth  Blassberg 
Neatest 

Marion  Lee 
Industrious 
Rita  Cuff 
Original 

Enid  Morgan 
Reliable 

Alice  Pogoda 
Class  Beauty 
Julia  Kozloski 
Literary  Genius 
Enid  Morgan 
Athletic 

Helen  Walichows 
Smartest 

Bernice  Grogan 
Sheik 


Joseph  Cislo 
Richard  Stuart 
John  Bush 
George  Fisette 
Forbes  Bryce 
Robert  Haskins 

Richard  Stuart 
John  Bush 
Paul  Trudel 
Marshall  Smith 

PRAYER 


Tallest 

Nellie  Zewinski 
Happiest 

Elizabeth  Graboski 
Impulsive 

Anna  Conway 
Reader 

Eliz.  McCarthy 
Thoughtful 

Eliz.  McCleary 
Youngest 

Alida  Wattles 
Talkative 

Blanche  Bergiel 
Humorous 

Doris  Bertrand 
Reckless 

Lillian  Mosseau 
Enterprising 

Verna  Eastman 
Efficient 

Elvira  Prondecki 

) THE  IVY 


Vatsick  Cyhowski 
Francis  Cowan 
Don  Wheeler 
Frank  Piskor 
Gerald  Bordeau 
Frank  Yukl 
Charles  Fournier 
Wilfred  Daignauli 
Everette  Fish 
Frank  Gessing 
Leo  Dube 


Ivy,  stretching,  striving,  always  toward 
the  sun, 

Roots  deep  and  firm  in  earth, 

Wise  with  the  wisdom  of  the  ages, 
Brightening  with  your  greenness  the 
drabness  of 
Old  brick  walls — 

Hear  our  prayer: 

Teach  us  to  grow  slowly,  steadily,  to- 
wards the  sky 


Not  to  forget  the  mercy  of  the  earth, 
nor  be  dazzled 

By  the  brilliance  of  the  golden  sun 
By  the  glitter  of  the  silver  stars 
And  when  our  bright  young  dreams  are 
spent 

When  all  our  youth  and  hope  is  gone 
When  we  are  weary  as  the  world 
Give  us,  then,  your  cool,  green  peace. 

E.  Morgan. 


CLASS  SONG 


Turners  calm  and  secure  on  the  hill 
We  can  and  will  your  hopes  fulfill. 

We  leave  you  now;  your  ivied  walls 
Remain  with  us  in  mem’ry’s  halls. 

CHORUS 

Tonight  we  stand  together 
High  school  days  are  o’er 
But  ’ere  we  part,  to  Turners 
We  pledge  our  love  once  more. 

Through  you  we’ve  learned  to  laugh  and 
care, 


To  play  the  game  and  how  to  be  fair, 
You’ve  made  our  life  with  pleasure 
bright 

For  knowledge  makes  our  footsteps 
light. 

We  know  the  path  that  lies  before 
Is  in  the  shadow  and  misted  o’er 
But  now  the  lessons  taught  so  well 
Will  help  us  always  to  excel. 

Richard  Stuart,  33. 

Music  composed  by  Lillian  Mosseau,  ’33. 


The  Complete  Disguise 

A Young  Lady — “Were  you  pleased 
with  the  new  school,  little  boy?” 

Little  Boy — “Naw,  Dey  made  me  wash 
me  hands  an’  face  an’  when  I went 
home  de  dog  bit  me  ’cause  he  didn’t 
know  me.” 


Mr.  Shumway:  “Are  you  able  to  tell 
the  effects  of  heat  and  cold?” 

Joe:  “Heat  expands  and  cold  con- 
tracts.” 

Mr.  Shumway:  “Right.  Give  me  an 
example.” 

Joe:  “In  summer,  days  are  long  and 
in  winter  they  are  short.” 
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PREPARING  LEE  FOR  COLLEGE 


Preparing  Lee  for  college  had  been 
the  subject  of  the  f amity  discussions  for 
weeks  and  weeks.  It  was  the  most  ex- 
citing event  since  Dad’s  operation. 
Clothes,  books,  registrations,  applica- 
tions, examinations,  interviews,  and  final 
leave-takings  seemed  to  be  all  jumbled 
together  and  then  blown  apart  like  a 
heap  of  dead  leaves  on  a brisk  autumn 
day.  I was  beginning  to  feel  rather 
slighted.  Even  at  the  dinner  table, 
Mother  would  say,  “Hush,  Flo !”  Then 
turning  to  Sis  would  add  sweetly,  “What 
was  that,  Lee?” 

And  Lee  would  then  begin  a lengthy 
explanation  about  some  technicality, 
which  she  had  explained  at  least  fifty 
times  before,  and  which  I could  have  re- 
cited from  memory — if  Mother  had  let 
me. 

You  see,  Lee  was  rather  a queer  girl. 
Not  that  she  was  ugly,  or  bowlegged, 
or  that  she  stuttered,  or  was  slow- 
minded.  None  of  these.  She  was  studi- 
ous— more  than  anybody  else  in  the  fam- 
ily had  been,  although  Aunt  Sue  had 
said  I was  fulty  as  smart,  and  that  there 
was  a slight  possibility  of  my  being  more 
so.  But  then,  young  folks  are  always 
smarter  than  older  ones,  especially  in 
families.  Lee  always  said  that  one  never 
learned  anything  by  not  asking  ques- 
tions, and  Heaven  only  knows  I’ve  asked 
scores  more  than  she  ever  thought  of 
asking.  Maybe  she  kept  them  all  to  her- 
self and  tried  to  figure  them  out  alone. 
She  was  always  studying.  I don’t  know 
whether  she  always  enjoyed  it;  but  I do 
know  that  even  though  she  received  a 
pair  of  skis  when  she  was  ten  she  still 
can't  stand  all  the  way  down  the  drive- 
way on  them.  And  every  time  she  fell 
she  said,  “Oh  Cicero !”,  whatever  that  is ! 
Sometimes  I thought  it  was  the  name  of 
one  of  her  boy-friends.  But  since  she 
said  it  was,  I didn’t  continue  believing  it. 

Most  of  her  friends  laughed  when  she 
began  talking  about  Latin.  Neverthe- 
less she  has  always  given  the  subject 
deep  consideration.  Somehow  that 
language  seemed  to  strike  her  as  some- 
thing adventurous.  Lee  always  was  ad- 
venturous— in  her  mind.  I can  remem- 
ber the  time  she  wanted  to  be  an  actress. 
Every  time  Roxy  and  His  Gang  broad- 
cast they  seemed  to  touch  her  weak  spot, 
but  she  overcame  that.  In  fact,  I’m  quite 
sure  she  was  cured  by  John  Gilbert’s 
third  divorce. 

Mother  and  Dad  seemed  to  place  all 
their  hopes  in  Lee.  Having  had  meagre 


educations,  themselves,  they  wanted 
their  children  to  have  all  those  oppor- 
tunities which  had  been  denied  them; 
and  since  Lee  was  the  oldest,  she  was 
the  first  to  benefit.  Besides  her  regular 
schooling,  she  was  being  musically  edu- 
cated. Ever  since  she  was  seven  (so 
they  tell  me)  she  has  been  taking  piano 
lessons.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  every- 
body said  she  played  Chopin  divinely, 
she  never  could  play  “Alexander’s  Rag- 
Time  Band.”  But  I suppose  she  was 
made  to  be  classically  inclined. 

Well,  Lee  finally  decided  that  she 
wanted  to  be  an  instructor  in  Latin  and 
she  seemed  to  have  her  own  ideas  about 
it.  She  often  discussed  them  with 
Mother.  After  finishing  reading  “Quo 
Vadis,”  she  suddenly  blurted  out,  “You 
know,  when  I teach  Latin  in  college,  I’m 
going  to  give  an  imitation  Roman  wild 
party  just  like  the  one  Nero  had.”  Then 
she  calmed  down  and  sighed,  finishing 
with,  “If  only  I could  teach  the  way  I 
wanted  to  and  do  away  with  the  dead- 
ness of  Latin !”  But  I still  maintain 
that  once  anything  dies,  it  is  dead.  How- 
ever, Lee  said  1 wouldn’t  understand, 
and  she  went  away  for  fear  I’d  ask  why. 

Finally  the  day  of  departure  came, 
and  if  I hadn’t  reminded  her,  I’m  sure 
she  would  have  forgotten  her  tooth- 
brush. Everybody  was  laughing  and  cry- 
ing at  the  same  time.  I never  saw  so 
many  wet  smiles.  As  for  me,  it  only 
meant  that  until  the  vacations,  I would 
have  the  bedroom  all  to  myself.  But  I 
did  feel  rather  choky  around  my  Adam’s 
apple  when  she  kissed  me  goodbye. 
There  was  something  about  that  kiss 
that  makes  me  wonder  if — never  mind ! 

Everything  ran  on  smoothly  for  a few 
months.  We  received  letters  regularly. 
Whoever  “Alma  Mater”  was,  Lee  cer- 
tainty liked  her.  Such  devotion  I have 
never  seen.  It  must  have  been  some- 
thing about  the  atmosphere  of  the 
campus.  (That  was  another  item  she 
mentioned.) 

Then  came  the  break ! Before  Thanks- 
giving we  received  the  following  tele- 
gram: 

“Have  just  received  position  as  accom- 
panist for  concert  violinist. 

Lee” 

Dad,  having  already  paid  that  year’s 
tuition,  wired  back,  “What  about  your 
Latin  stop  Love,  Dad.” 

The  answer  was,  “I’ll  use  that  for  in- 
terpreting music  stop  Wish  me  luck  stop 
Lee.”  Ruth  Blassberg , ’33. 


BASKETBALL 


ORCHESTRA 


Usually  around  graduation  time  there 
pervades  an  air  of  sadness  in  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  school.  People  who  gradu- 
ate get  the  idea  that  they  must  part 
probably  forever  with  fine  friends  and 
chums.  But  we  maintain  that  gradua- 
tion time  should  be  one  of  gladness.  For, 
the  ones  to  graduate,  know  that  the  time 
is  near  at  hand  when  all  must  do  their 
part  toward  the  bettering  of  the  coun- 
try. In  our  opinion  a person  who  goes 
away  from  some  place  with  the  idea  of 
cooperating  in  some  other,  bigger  place, 


should  feel  glad.  He  should  feel  happy 
to  try  and  put  into  use  the  ideas  he  has 
received  from  his  previous  training,  high 
school  training  in  this  special  case. 

Here,  at  last,  is  a chance  to  show  his 
friends  his  affection  for  them  by  buck- 
ing up  their  spirits,  by  slapping  them  on 
the  back  and  giving  encouragement. 

Therefore,  in  parting  from  our  beloved 
T.  F.  H.  S.,  we  should  go  with  the  spirit 
of  a man  who,  having  completed  his 
day’s  task  with  the  help  of  his  friend, 
gives  him  a friendly  slap  on  the  back 
and  says  “So  long.” 


PHILATELY  — MY  HOBBY 


Since  time  immemorial  boys  have  col- 
lected things.  Their  pockets  have  been 
filled  with  fish-hooks,  old  keys,  sling- 
shots, twine,  elastics,  jack-knives,  mar- 
bles, acorns,  corks,  or  anything  movable 
which  took  their  fancy.  This  condition 
has  been  somewhat  relieved  since  1840, 
when  stamps  were  first  issued  in  Eng- 
land, by  the  hobby  of  stamp-collecting, 
which  I expect  some  near-frantic  mother 
suggested  to  her  son,  hoping  that  it 
would  result  in  fewer  large  articles  be- 
ing collected. 

Although  basically  the  same  there  is  a 
distinction  between  stamp-collecting  and 
philately,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that 
the  esteemed  Mr.  Noah  Webster  has 
stated  that  they  are  the  same.  It  re- 
quires little  or  no  effort  to  collect 
stamps  but  the  study  of  them,  which  is 
philately,  requires  an  interest  in  them 
combined  with  the  natural  desire  to  col- 
lect things.  Philately  teaches  the  history, 


geography,  and  customs  of  a foreign 
country  through  that  country’s  stamps. 
The  words  “history”  and  “geography” 
have  an  uninteresting,  school-like  sound, 
but  to  say  that  there  stories  in  stamps 
creates  a different  impression. 

Philately  has  grown  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  There  are  now  many  millions 
of  philatelists  in  the  world,  all  of  them 
intensely  interested  in  their  hobby.  The 
stamps  which  they  demand  have  created 
work  for  many  thousands  of  men  on  phi- 
latelic journals,  in  stores,  postoffices,  ex- 
changes, and  in  various  other  philatelic 
organizations.  This  great  demand  for 
stamps  is  illustrated  by  an  anecdote 
which  appeared  in  Scott’s  “Monthly 
Journal.”  On  January  1,  1932,  the  date 
of  the  issuance  of  the  Washington  Com- 
memorative series,  an  old  lady  entered 
the  Post  Office  in  the  city  of  Washing- 
ton to  purchase  a two-cent  stamp.  The 
sight  that  greeted  her  eyes  was  astonish- 
ing. The  lobby  was  crowded  with  a 
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thousand  or  more  persons,  and  special 
officers  were  keeping  order  in  the  long 
lines  formed  in  front  of  each  window. 
Hundreds  of  people  were  addressing 
letters  at  every  conceivable  place  which 
offered  itself  as  a table.  One  could 
hardly  blame  the  old  lady  for  thinking 
that  she  had  entered,  by  mistake,  the 
Income  Tax  Office  instead  of  the  Main 
Post  Office.  Dumfounded,  she  turned  to 
a special  officer  and  asked: 

“Why,  why,  what  has  happened? 
Where  can  I buy  a two-cent  stamp?” 

“Madam,”  replied  the  guard,  after 
surveying  the  pandemonium  at  the 
stamp  windows,  “I  think  you  had  better 
try  a drug  store !” 

She  had  come  to  the  post-office  on  a 
day  when  the  philatelic  agents  of  the 
country  were  buying  stamps  for  their  or- 
ganizations. They  had  come  to  Wash- 
ington because  here  only  could  be  ob- 
tained the  stamps  in  question,  on  the 
first  day  of  their  sale.  It  is  estimated 
that  over  forty  thousand  persons  bought 
stamps  that  day,  spending  almost  half  a 
million  dollars.  No  one  knows  how 
much  more  will  be  spent  before  these 
stamps  pass  into  oblivion  at  the  end  of 
the  present  year. 

Mention  of  this  series  of  stamps  brings 
to  mind  the  fact  that  these  stamps  are 
a veritable  art  gallery.  To  prove  this 
statement,  which  sounds  rather  queer  to 
the  uninitiated  I will  tell  the  names  of  a 
few  of  the  artists  who  painted  the 
originals  and  where  they  at  present 
hang.  The  one-half  cent  stamp  bears  a 


likeness  of  Washington,  as  all  of  the 
series  do,  from  a painting  by  Charles 
Wilson  Peale,  which  hangs  in  the  Metro- 
politan Museum  of  Art  in  New  York 
City.  The  two-cent  stamp  is  from  the 
“Atheneum  Portrait”,  by  Gilbert  Stu- 
art, which  is  now  in  the  Boston  Museum 
of  Fine  Arts.  The  six-cent  value  shows 
Washington  through  the  eyes  of  .John 
Trumbull.  The  original  is  now  in  the 
Yale  University  Art  Gallery.  These  few 
examples  will  serve  to  show  that  there  is 
an  artistic  value  in  stamps,  as  well  as 
an  educational  value  and  an  intrinsic 
value.  Many  people  would  not  collect 
stamps  if  they  were  not  valuable.  Of 
course  the  majority  of  stamps  are  nearly 
worthless  but  there  is  always  the  possi- 
bility of  unearthing  an  old  or  rare 
stamp,  which  sustains  the  collector  and 
gives  him  new  courage  when  he  is  be- 
coming tired  of  his  hobby. 

The  history  of  a country  may  be  told 
in  its  stamps.  The  commemorative 
stamps  of  our  country  tell  the  high 
points  of  our  struggle  for  existence, 
while  the  regular  issues  pay  tribute  to 
the  various  leaders  of  our  country  who 
have  worked  to  achieve  success  for  a de- 
mocracy which  has  been  termed  the 
world’s  greatest  experiment. 

Did  the  man  who  conceived  the  idea 
of  prepaying  postage  by  means  of  these 
bits  of  adhesive  paper  know  the  joy  he 
was  to  give  the  boys  of  future  genera- 
tions and  the  help  he  was  tendering  to 
the  mothers  of  the  world? 

Richard  Stuart 


REFLECTIONS  ON  RAIN 


(As  seen  by  three  different  persons) 


The  Realist 

Rain,  rain,  will  it  never  stop.  Ugh, 
how  I hate  it ; the  sodden  leaves,  the 
clammy  coldness  of  wet  stockings,  the 
trickle  of  rain  running  off  the  umbrella 
and  down  your  neck.  Puddles,  with  de- 
bris floating  on  their  muddy  surfaces, 
obstruct  the  sidewalks.  No  sun.  The  air 
is  heavy  and  lifeless.  Darn  that  um- 
brella ! I shall  probably  catch  a cold  and 
be  in  bed  for  a week  again.  At  the  least 
I’ll  have  sniffles  for  a day  or  two. 

The  Idealist 

Well,  well,  it’s  raining  again ! Not 
very  pleasant  I’ll  admit,  but  it  will  do 
the  tobacco  crops  a world  of  good.  We 
need  the  rain.  It  has  a function  to  per- 


form as  much  as  has  the  sun.  Where 
would  we  be  if  there  were  no  rain.  Im- 
possible, even  to  imagine.  Life  would 
cease  to  exist,  I guess.  Yes,  the  rain  is 
a good  thing,  even  if  it’s  a bit  disagree- 
able. 

The  Poet 

Rain,  how  I love  it.  Long,  slender 
spears  glinting  down  on  pools.  Limpid 
drops,  clinging  to  windows,  peering  in 
with  avid  curiosity  at  the  strange  crea- 
tures who  dwell  under  stone  and  thatch 
when  the  air  is  fresh  and  dewy.  The 
world  sparkles,  reinvigorated.  And  the 
color  of  rain.  A soft  cool  greyness,  the 
most  soothing  color  in  the  world.  Beau- 
tiful, beautiful  rain.  I stand  and  let 
your  pelting  drops  beat  my  face  to  a 
tingle. 


E.  Morgan,  ’33. 
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CLUB 


MISS  OLIVE  LITTLE 


Lady  of  the  gray-green  eyes — 

Class  teacher  and  our  guardian  wise— 
Our  hearts  are  far  too  full  today 
For  the  words  and  phrases  poets  say — 
So — -Thanks ! 


PAUL  A.  TRUDEL  “Grapenuts” 

A prince  of  good  fellows,  cheerful,  modest, 
and  winning, 

Carry  on,  Paul ! This  is  a fine  beginning. 

Class  president,  last  three  years;  Pro 
Merito;  Latin  and  French  Clubs.  Prom 
Committee. 

Plans  undecided. 


VINCENT  PARZICK  “Vince” 

A good  athlete,  our  V.  P.  too, 
When  he  hit  a ball,  it  flew. 

Class  Vice-President;  Baseball;  Foot- 
ball; Basketball;  Latin  Club;  “T”  Club. 
Plans  undecided. 


BERNICE  GROGAN  “Bernie” 

Bernie’s  accomplishments  are  many, 
And  for  fun  she’s  always  ready. 

Class  Treasurer;  Honor  Essayist; 
Stenography  Awards  ; Basketball ; 
Hockey;  Tennis;  Latin  and  Commercial 
Clubs;  Pro  Merito;  Prom;  Netop  Board. 
Plans  to  continue  commercial  work. 


ELVIRA  LUCIA  PRONDECKI 
“Plush” 

She  likes  to  study,  walk,  and  dance, 
And  likes  her  men  in  football  pants. 

Class  Secretary;  Pro  Merito;  Prize 
Speaking;  Senior  Play;  Glee  Club; 
Band;  French  and  Latin  Clubs;  Netop 
Board. 

Plans  to  attend  Smith  College. 


RICHARD  BERARD  “Red” 

Go  forward.  Your  fortune  lies 
In  your  bright  red  hair  and  smiling  eyes. 

Manager  of  Masketball,  1932-33;  Prom 
Committee. 

Plans  undecided. 


BLANCHE  BERGIEL  “Bronka” 

She  may  be  noisy  and  she’s  very  gay. 
But  Blanche  has  a warm  heart  and  a 
friendly  way. 

Prom  Committee;  Basketball;  Com- 
mercial Club. 

Plans  to  continue  commercial  work. 


DORIS  BERTRAND  “Mezzoo” 

She  is  pretty  and  she  lias  nice  hair, 
And  with  that  smile  of  hers,  she’ll  get 
somewhere. 

Prom  Committee;  Cheer  Leader;  Bas- 
ketball; Hockey;  Commercial  Club. 

Plans  to  take  up  hairdressing  and 
beauty  culture. 


RUTH  BLASSBERG  “Ru” 

Ruth’s  most  ambitious  and  bright 
And  always  in  the  limelight. 

Honor  Essayist;  Glee  Club;  Band; 
Orchestra;  Latin  and  French  Clubs;  Pro 
Merito;  Oratorical  Contest;  Prom  Com- 
mittee; Netop  Board. 

Plans  to  attend  Pembroke  College. 


DORIS  BOURDEAU  “Dot” 

Quiet,  demure,  and  likes  to  read, 

In  the  teaching  field  she’ll  surely  lead. 

Latin,  French  and  Glee  Clubs;  Basket- 
ball. 

Plans  to  attend  Fitchburg  Normal. 


GERALD  BORDEAU  “Ger” 


For  a friendlier  boy  you’ll  have  to  look 
far, 

And  oh,  how  he  likes  his  tin  Ford  car! 
Prom  Committee;  French  Club. 

Plans  to  attend  Northeastern  Univer- 
sity. 


CHARLOTTE  BRAUN  “Kid” 

Charlotte  is  musical,  Charlotte  is  clever, 
And  she  holds  no  grudges  whatsoever. 

Pro  Merito;  Glee  and  Commercial 
Clubs ; Senior  Play;  Stenography 
Awards. 

Plans  to  go  to  Ithaca  Conservatory  of 
Music. 


FORBES  BRYCE  “Chappie” 

To  sail  the  seas  is  his  desire, 

And  set  the  maidens’  hearts  afire. 

Class  Historian,  one  year;  Prom  Com- 
mittee; Latin  Club;  Netop  Board. 

Plans  to  attend  a Naval  School. 


CHARLES  A.  BURNHAM  “Charlie” 

Charlie  may  be  quiet  and  he  may  be 
small, 

But  there  are  other  ways  to  equal  the 
tall. 

Senior  Play;  Glee  Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


JOHN  BUSH  “Yanna” 

When  “Yanna”  throws  that  basketball 
Our  shouts  and  cheers  shake  the  hall. 

Football;  Basketball;  Baseball;  “T” 
Club;  Secretary  of  French  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Deerfield  Academy. 


CELINA  HELENA  CADRAN 


“Aunt  Cina” 

Celina's  small  and  neat  and  pert, 

A cute  little  boy  dressed  up  in  a skirt. 

Basketball;  Tennis;  Hockey;  French, 
Latin,  and  Commercial  Clubs. 

Plans  to  attend  school  in  Canada. 


MARY  CHARRON  “Sis” 

Modest,  conscientious,  and  sincere, 
She’ll  always  be  a help — never  fear. 

Treasurer  of  French  Club;  Operetta; 
Glee  Club;  Basketball. 

Plans  to  go  in  training. 


JOSEPH  CISLO  “Joe” 

A quieter  boy  we’ll  never  know, 

He’s  friendly,  but  we  wish  he’d  grow. 

Students’  Activity  Club. 

Plans  to  be  a master  mechanic. 


DOROTHY  CLOGSTON  “Dot” 

From  Gardner  came  our  red-headed 
friend, 

More  girls  like  her  we  wish  they’d  send. 

Commercial  Club;  Hockey;  Tennis; 
Basketball. 

Plans  to  attend  Northampton  Commer- 
cial. 


ANNA  THERESE  CONWAY  “Ann” 

Anna’s  sweet  and  full  of  poise, 
Likes  dancing  and  junior  boys. 

Glee  Club;  Prom  Committee;  Prize 
Speaking;  Tennis;  President  of  Latin 
Club. 

Plans  to  take  up  dramatic  art. 


ALBERT  COOKE  “Albie' 


He  smokes  a great,  big,  black  cigar. 
And  struts  around  just  like  the  Czar. 
Glee  Club;  Reception  Committee. 
Plans  to  attend  Ohio  State  University. 


ESTHER  COUNCILMAN  “Et” 

Likes  to  read  and  write  a letter, 

For  a librarian,  none  could  be  better. 

Glee  Club;  Students’  Activity  Club. 

Plans  to  take  up  library  work  in  the 
Springfield  Library. 


FRANCIS  COWAN  “Dinky” 

And  how  our  Dinky  plays  his  tennis; 

To  Ellsworth  Vines  he’d  be  a menace. 

Tennis;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  to  take  a post-graduate  course. 


RITA  AGNES  CUFF  “Cuffie” 

She's  smart,  demure,  and  very  wise 
With  a roguish  twinkle  in  her  eyes. 
Operetta;  Band;  Prom  Committee; 

Senior  Play;  Latin,  Glee,  and  Commer- 
cial Clubs. 

Plans  to  take  a post-graduate  course. 


VATSICK  CYHOWSKI  “Sigh-lo” 

Here  is  a tall  man,  whom  we  dare  say 
Likes  driving  up  and  down  Avenue  A. 

Sports. 

Plans  undecided. 


WILFRED  DAIGNAULT  “Wawa 


Nothing  short  of  hydrogen  sulphide 
Could  hasten  Wilfred’s  deliberate  stride. 

“Outlaws”;  French  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Worcester  Tech. 


VINCENT  DEJNAK  “Vince” 

Vince  is  deliberate,  but  never  tame 
When  it  comes  to  football  or  the  Green- 
field game. 

Track;  Football;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Massachusetts  State 
College. 


LEO  DUBE  “Sunshine” 

Much  must  be  borne  that  is  hard  to  bear 
But  Leo  is  one  who  can  carry  his  share. 

Business  manager  of  Senior  Play; 
Prize  Speaking;  French  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Massachusetts  State 
College. 


CARL  W.  EARLEY  “Billy” 

Carl  can  toss  a basketball 
But  we  know — that’s  not  all. 

Basketball  four  years;  Vice  President 
of  “T”  Club. 

Plans  to  take  up  Pharmacy. 


VERNA  EASTMAN  “Skudge” 

When  Verna  drives  her  old  Ford  car 
Mechanics  gather  from  near  and  far. 

French  Club ; Prom  Committee; 
Hockey. 

Expects  to  attend  Fitchburg  State 
Teachers’  College. 


GEORGE  FISETTE  “Georgie” 

You’ll  find  him  ever  ready  from  morn  to 
dark 

This  eager  boy  is  an  all  around  shark. 

Netop  Board;  Latin  and  French  Clubs; 
Pro  Merito;  Senior  Play. 

Plans  to  go  to  Holy  Cross. 


EVERETT  FISH  “Ev’? 

Ev  may  oftentimes  be  late 
But  she’ll  always  wait  and  wait. 

Football;  Track;  Cheer  Leader. 
Plans  to  continue  education. 


BERNARD  FOLEY  “Bernie" 

In  class  all  day  he’ll  sit  and  blink 
But,  man — how  that  tall  boy  can  think. 

Latin  Club;  Tennis;  Manager  of  Foot- 
ball Team;  Business  Manager  of  Netop; 
“T”  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Holy  Cross. 


CHARLES  FOURNIER  “Corp” 

Charlie  just  loves  that  military  training 
Whether  ’tis  sunny  or  whether  ’tis  rain- 
ing. 

Track;  Football;  Senior  Play  Usher. 
Plans  undecided. 


ALICE  FRANCUS  “Franky” 

Alice  has  a permanent 
Smile  for  our  encouragement. 

Basketball;  Hockey. 

Plans  to  go  to  Rhode  Island  State  Col- 
lege. 


PAUL  F.  GARRAND  “Squash” 

He  swims  and  dives  with  wondrous  ease 
Though  we  fear,  some  day,  he’ll  freeze. 

Chief  Polar  Bear;  Students’  Activity 
Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


FRANK  GESSING  “Frankie” 

There  are  many  girls  who  like  to  speak 
To  this  tall  and  smiling  sheik. 

Prize  Speaking. 

Plans  to  take  up  Commercial  Work. 


ALICE  GIKNIS  “Al” 

Always  grinning — never  blue 
Always  willing  her  task  to  do ! 

Basketball;  Hockey;  Commercial  Club. 
Plans  undecided. 


STANLEY  GOLAMBESKI  “Golam” 

Up  and  ever  up  he  grows 
He  keeps  us  short  ones  on  our  toes. 

“Outlaws.” 

Plans  undecided. 


ADOLPH  GOLONKA  “Spunky” 

He  loves  his  sport  and  knows  his  Ashing 
What  more  can  any  boy  be  wishing. 

“Outlaws.” 

Plans  undecided. 


ELIZABETH  GRABOSKI  “Lib” 

Whenever  we  hear  Lib’s  excited  chatter 
We  hasten  to  listen — for  something’s  the 
matter. 

Vice-President  of  Glee  Club;  Orches- 
tra; Hockey;  Basketball. 

Plans  to  continue  music. 


GLADYS  GRAVELLE  “Jay” 

Gladys  we  seldom  hear 

Yet  we  know  she’s  always  near. 

Commercial  Club;  Typewriting  Awards. 
Plans  to  go  in  training. 


LAURENCE  GRIMARD  “Laurie” 

Laurie  likes  the  horns  that  slide 
And  his  music’s  heard  both  far  and  wide. 

Band ; Orchestra. 

Plans  undecided. 


LOUIS  HAHN  “Bubby” 

When  not  finishing  races  before  others 
begin 

He’s  spending  his  time  at  the  Turners 
Falls  Inn. 

Track;  Football;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


ROBERT  HASKINS  “Robby” 

With  dark  brown  eyes  and  curly  hair 
The  answer  to  a maiden’s  prayer. 

Pro  Merito. 

Plans  undecided. 


ELIZABETH  HOLEWA  “Beeba’ 


Beeba  is  the  cutest  and  jolliest  little  girl 
And  doesn’t  she  worry  over  every  little 
curl ! 

Commercial  Club;  Glee  Club;  Basket- 
ball. 

Plans  undecided. 


ADAM  JALICKI  “Uncle” 

Quiet,  modest,  but  worthwhile. 

To  aid  a friend,  he’d  walk  a mile. 

Glee  Club. 

Plans  to  continue  education. 


EDWIN  JOHNSON  “Eddy” 

Small,  and  smiling,  always  neat 

It’s  a pleasure  to  meet  him  on  the  street. 

Glee  and  German  Clubs. 

Plans  to  attend  higher  institutions  of 
learning. 


EDNA  ESTELLE  KELLEHER  “Ed” 

Our  Ed’s  small  and  full  of  fun 
And  her  work  she’ll  never  shun. 

Operetta;  Glee,  Latin  and  Literary 
Clubs. 

Plans  to  take  Library  course  in  Spring- 
field  Library. 


STEVE  KONIKOSKI  “Russian” 

Steve  Konikoski — the  baseball  shark 
Would  practice  all  day  just  for  a lark. 

“Outlaws”;  Sports. 

Plans  undecided. 


JULIA  KOZLOSKI  “Blondie” 


She’s  dainty  and  fair 

And  there’s  gold  in  her  hair. 

Commercial  Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


EDWARD  KUKLEWICZ  “Elmer'’ 

Elmer,  the  boy  of  the  ready  wit 
With  all  the  ladies  makes  a hit. 

Football;  Tennis;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  to  attend  an  Academy. 


FRANK  KUKLEWICZ  “Kuku” 

“Kuku  may  some  day  help  his  dad  sew 
jackets 

But  now  his  chief  work  is  breaking 
rackets. 

Tennis;  “Outlaws.” 

Plans  to  go  to  work. 


MARION  LEE  “Lee” 

Where  oh  where  have  I seen  you  before? 
In  a Terraplane  roadster  going  eighty- 
four. 

Basketball;  Hockey;  Glee  Club. 

Plans  to  take  up  hairdressing  and 
beauty  culture. 


MADELINE  LONERGAN  “Sis” 

Madeline's  fond  of  Ashfield  town 
And  Sanderson  Athletes  of  renown. 

French,  Glee  and  Commercial  Clubs. 
Plans  undecided. 


JOSEPH  MARINO  “Blades” 

He’s  one  of  those  who  like  to  go 
Where  bells  don’t  ring  or  whistles  blow. 
Debating  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Mass.  State.  College. 


MARY  ANN  McCAIiTHY  “Mac” 

Mary  likes  to  dance  and  walk, 

Hates  homework,  and  loves  to  talk. 

Commercial  Club;  Hockey  and  Tennis; 
Latin  Club;  Prom  Committee. 

Plans  to  take  a post-graduate  course. 


ELIZABETH  AGNES  McCARTHY 
“Liz” 

Bright,  Irish  eyes,  with  a knowing  glint, 
She  sits  by  the  window  and  does  her  stint. 

Band;  Senior  Reception;  Prom  Com- 
mittee. 

Plans  to  go  in  training  at  Springfield 
City  Hospital. 


ELIZABETH  McCLARY  “Lib” 

Although  she’s  quiet  in  a class 
Outside,  she’s  quite  a merry  lass. 

Commercial  Club. 

Plans  to  take  a post-graduate  course. 


ROLAND  MINER  “Roll” 

Tall,  good-looking,  ever  alert, 
Always  pleasant,  never  curt. 

French  and  Latin  Clubs;  Senior  Play. 
Plans  to  be  Civil  Engineer. 


ELAINE  MILK EY  “Mickey” 
Flying  fingers— dancing  feet, 
Twinkling  eyes — and  giggle  sweet. 
Latin,  Glee  and  French  Clubs;  Pro 
Merito;  Tennis;  Ilockey;  Students’  Ac- 
tivity; Awards. 

Plans  to  take  a post-graduate  course. 


MARGUERITE  ENID  MORGAN 
“Ed” 

Ever  smiling  and  friendly,  and  of  good 
judgment  is  she; 

Some  day  a poet  or  an  editor  will  our 
Enid  be. 

Latin  and  Commercial  Clubs;  Senior 
Play;  Prom  Committee;  Netop  Board; 
Class  Historian;  Tennis. 

Plans  to  attend  Mount  Holyoke. 


LILLIAN  MOSSEAU  “Pete” 

Pete  is  always,  with  her  smiling, 

The  boys  and  girls  beguiling. 

Glee  Club;  Band;  Orchestra;  Com- 
poser of  Music  for  Senior  Song;  Com- 
mercial Club. 

Plans  to  continue  music. 


VATSICK  NAPERKOSKI  “Voss” 

He  never  talks  in  accents  rough 

But  his  actions  are  more  than  enough. 

Prom  Committee;  Senior  Play  Usher. 
Plans  undecided. 


FRANK  NIEDBALA  “Frankie” 

Though  Frankie’s  car  is  old  of  style 
He'd  rather  ride  than  walk  a mile. 

Sports. 

Plans  undecided. 


WANDA  NOGA  “Wand 


She’s  small — and  oh,  so  very  merry 
She  sings  and  dances  like  a fairy. 

Glee  Club;  Hockey. 

Plans  to  train  at  Mount  Sinai. 


PAUL  OSTROWSKI  “Paulie” 


Paul  is  tall  and  lank  and  lean 
And  like  “Honest  Abe”— serene. 

Football;  Basketball. 

Plans  to  work. 


HELEN  PETRUSKI  “Honey” 

A friendlier  girl  could  not  be  found 
Though  we  searched  the  whole  school 
round. 

Hockey;  Basketball;  Glee  Club. 

Plans  to  enter  Greenfield  Commercial 
School. 


ISABELLE  PIASECKE  “Izzy” 

She’s  intelligent  and  sunny, 

But  thinks  the  school  is  kinda  funny. 

Basketball;  Hockey;  Commercial  Club. 
Plans  to  continue  Commercial  work. 


FRANK  PISKOR  “Butch” 

Some  day  on  a Pulitzer  editional  we’ll 
see, 

Our  editors  famed  initials  “F.  P.” 

French  and  Latin  Clubs;  Band;  Or- 
chestra; Netop  Editor-in-Chief;  Pro 
Merito. 

Plans  to  attend  Middlebury  College. 


MARIE  POWERS  “Mollie” 


Sociable  and  friendly  is  our  Mollie 
And  surely  no  one  is  more  jolly. 

Glee  Club;  Prom  Committee. 

Plans  to  train  at  Franklin  County 
Hospital. 


ALICE  PAGODA  “Al” 

Alice  likes  to  draw  and  paint 
And  teach  small  children  not  to  say 
“ain’t.” 

French  Club;  Glee  Club;  Operetta; 
Prom  Committee. 

Plans  to  attend  State  Teacher’s  Col- 
lege at  Fitchburg. 


ANTHONY  PROHOYICH  “Tony” 

When  Tony  grins  at  the  man  with  the 
ball 

The  dazzled  pitcher  lets  it  fall. 

Baseball;  Basketball;  Prom;  “T”  Club. 
Plans  undecided. 


JOHN  REIPOLD  “Corky” 

Corky  says,  “Now  I must  save.” 
And  so  refuses  to  have  a shave. 

Students’  Activity. 

Plans  to  continue  his  education. 


RITA  ROSEWARNE  “Re” 

Out  Rita  is  fond  of  out-door  sports 
And  never — never  out  of  sorts. 

Commercial  and  Glee  Clubs;  Typing 
Awards. 

Plans  undecided. 


GUILBERT  ROSS  “Gib' 


When  farmer  Guilbert  comes  to  town 
His  sleeves  are  up  and  his  socks  are 
down. 

Latin  Club;  Operetta. 

Plans  to  find  agricultural  employment. 


EFFIE  SAMORISKI  “Shortie” 

Effie's  ever  on  her  toes 
Never  waits  but  always  goes. 

Commercial  and  Glee  Clubs;  Operetta. 
Plans  to  continue  Commercial  work. 


PETER  SAMORISKI  “Sam” 

Peter  is  clever — Peter  is  smart, 
Peter  has  a magnanimous  heart. 

Band;  Orchestra;  Latin  Club;  Debat- 
ing; Oratorical  Contestant. 

Plans  to  attend  Vermont  Academy. 


WALTER  SCHWOZEC  “Skoran” 

All  batters  trembled  and  let  their  bats 
fall 

When  mighty  Skoran  pitched  the  ball. 
Baseball  Capt.;  “T”  Club;  Football. 
Plans  undecided. 


LILLIAN  SEARS  “Lil” 

“Lillian  — Lillian  — why  so  small?” 
“I’ve  tried,  but  never  could  grow  tall.” 

Basketball;  Commercial  Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


BERNARD  SICARD  “Benue' 


Though  on  the  street  he’s  quite  the  dandy 
In  the  house  he’s  very  handy. 

Operetta;  Glee  Club;  Prom. 

Plans  undecided. 


HARRIET  SICARD  “Teddy” 

Always  smiling — never  sad 
We  wonder  what  makes  her  so  glad. 

Commercial  Club;  Typing  Awards; 
Basketball ; Hockey. 

Plans  undecided. 


HENRY  SIVIK  “Turkey” 

Turkey  is  a butcher’s  man 
He  likes  to  run  and  how  he  can ! 

German  Club;  Prom  Committee;  Band 
and  Orchestra;  Football;  “T”  Club; 
“Outlaws.” 

Plans  to  go  to  Williston  Academy. 


MARSHALL  SMITH  “Baron” 

Baron  has  a well  known  name 
Now  there’ll  be  a Smith  in  the  secret 
service  game. 

Glee  Club ; Sports;  Penmanship 
Awards. 

Plans  undecided. 


JOSEPHINE  ST.  GERMAIN  “Joe” 

Small  and  cute  and  always  calm, 
Unless  you  chance  to  mention,  “Tom.” 

Glee,  French  and  Commercial  Clubs; 
Typing  Awards. 

Plans  to  continue  Commercial  work. 


HOWARD  STONE  “Stonie” 
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Of  good  horses  Howard  is  a judge 
He'd  have  them  race,  but  never  trudge. 

Latin  Club;  Debating  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  work. 


LOUISE  STONE  “Lou” 

You  are  so  demure  and  shy 
Might  there  be  a reason  why? 

Latin  Club. 

Plans  to  attend  North  Adams  State 
Teachers'  College. 


MARY  STRATTON  “Mer” 

Mary’s  quiet  as  the  mouse 
She’d  never  allow  in  her  spotless  house. 
Commercial  and  Glee  Clubs. 

Plans  to  take  a post  graduate  course. 


HELEN  STREHLE  “Nell” 

She  is  good  natured  and  kind 
A better  pal  would  be  hard  to  find. 

Glee  and  Commercial  Clubs. 

Plans  to  continue  education. 


RICHARD  STUART  “Dick” 

Intellectual  and  quiet — always  the  same 
LTnless  the  team  loses  a baseball  game. 

Pro  Merito;  Baseball  Mgr.;  Debating 
Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Washington  and  Lee 
University. 


JEREMIAH  SULLIVAN  “Jerry” 

Jerry  plays  football  for  Turners  High 
But  we  hardly  know  him,  he’s  so  shy. 

Football;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  undecided. 


FRANCIS  THOMAS  “Fritzie” 

In  stormy  scenes  or  humorous 
Our  Fritzie  will  be  luminous. 

Prize  Speaking;  Cheer  Leader;  Senior 
Play;  Oratorical  Contestant;  German 
Club;  Football;  Tennis;  “T”  Club. 

Plans  to  go  to  Mass.  State  College. 


NELLIE  TRANOWSKI  “Nelzer” 

We’d  like  to  be  able  to  win  honor  and 
fame 

The  way  Nellie  does  when  she  plays  in 
a game. 

Commercial  Club  ; Basketball  and 
Hockey. 

Plans  undecided. 


STANLEY  URBAN  “Luke” 

Lukie’s  auto  carries  him  over  many  rough 
roads 

While  his  humor  and  cheerfulness  lighten 
his  loads. 

German  and  Glee  Clubs;  Orchestra; 
Football. 

Plans  to  attend  Rider  College,  Tren- 
ton, N.  J. 


ALICE  USADVENUS  “Al” 

She’s  neighborly,  kind  and  fair 
And  never  shirks  her  share. 

Basketball  and  Hockey. 

Plans  to  take  up  beauty  culture. 


RUTH  Van  VALKENBURGH  “Van” 

What  a lot  more  good  she  could  do 
If  her  auto  only  flew. 

Commercial  Club;  Little  Theatre. 
Plans  to  take  up  Interior  Decorating. 


HELEN  WALICHOWSKI  “Baca” 

Though  she  bumps  her  knees  and  knocks 
her  shins, 

She  keeps  on  playing  until  she  wins. 

Basketball;  Hockey;  German  and  Glee 
Clubs. 

Plans  to  attend  Fitchburg  Normal  Col- 
lege. 


ALIDA  WATTLES  “Lide” 

Smiling  and  cheery  is  our  Lide 
When  on  the  bus  she  doth  ride. 

Latin,  French  and  Glee  Clubs;  Prize 
Speaking;  Senior  Play. 

Plans  to  attend  Mass.  State  College. 


MARY  WARYAS  “Mer” 

A silent  and  friendly  girl  is  she, 

And  a more  conscientious  person  there 
ne’er  could  be. 

Glee  Club;  Operetta. 

Plans  undecided. 


LUCILLE  WEBBER  “Ceal” 

Absence  for  just  five  hours  a day 
Makes  her  heart  long  for  across  the  way. 

Glee  and  French  Clubs;  Basketball; 
Prize  Speaking;  Senior  Play;  Netop 
Board. 

Plans  to  take  up  Library  work  at 
Mass.  State  College. 


MAH  ION  WELSH  “Maw” 


Marion,  quiet  and  serene, 

In  any  quarrel  would  intervene. 

Glee  Club. 

Plans  to  attend  Normal  Art  School  in 
Boston. 


CLARENCE  WELCOME  “Gogs” 

He  looks  like  a modern  Adonis 
But  to  think  that’s  all-— is  erroneous. 
Prom;  Prize  Speaking;  Senior  Play. 
Plans  to  continue  education. 


DONALD  WHEELER  “Don” 

Don's  very  sleepy  and  quiet  in  school 
But  outside  he  follows  another  rule. 

Glee  Club;  Debating. 

Plans  to  enter  Bay  Path. 


AUSTIN  WHITE  “Austie” 

From  Pittsfield  he  came,  to  Plainfield  he 
goes, 

And  where  he  will  end,  why  nobody 
knows. 

Prom  Committee;  Chairman  Senior 
Reception;  Senior  Play;  Tennis. 

Plans  undecided. 


EDWIN  WILLIAMS  “Ed” 

Without  cribbing  from  Ed.,  few  ever 
pass, 

He’s  the  great  worker  in  the  Physics 
class. 

Glee  Club. 

Plans  to  join  Air  Service. 


JOHN  YABLONSKY  “Sambo” 

John  has  a way  he  thinks  pleasing 
And  his  chief  delight  is  in  teasing. 
Glee  Club  and  Debating. 

Plans  to  go  to  Holyoke  Trade  School. 


BLANCHE  YARMAC  “Bla” 

Courage,  Blanche,  so  sweet  and  shy, 
You'll  be  braver  bye  and  bye. 

Commercial  Club;  Typing  and  Pen- 
manship Awards. 

Plans  to  continue  commercial  work. 


FRANK  YUKL  “Frankie” 

From  morn  till  night  he  always  grins, 
Whether  he  loses  or  whether  he  wins. 

Drawing  Awards, 

Plans  to  work. 

NELLIE  ZEWINSKI  “Nell” 

Nellie's  tall  and  serenely  fair, 

Hates  the  drums  and  the  band’s  loud 
blare. 

Commercial  and  Glee  Clubs;  Basket- 
ball; Penmanship  Awards;  Office  Assist- 
ant. 

Plans  to  do  commercial  work. 


HENRY  ZMUDA  “Hench” 

Our  tall  Henry  loves  to  tease 
And  can  flirt  with  wondrous  ease. 

Prom  Committee. 

Plans  to  go  to  work. 


GIRLS*  BASKETBALL 


BOYS’  BASKETBALL 


ATHLETICS 


Turners  Opens  With  Victory 
Over  Orange 

April  29 — The  Turners  High  School 
baseball  nine  opened  its  season  impres- 
sively by  defeating  Orange  High  9 to  5 
on  the  latter’s  diamond.  Tallying  two 
runs  in  each  of  the  first  three  frames 
and  three  in  the  sixth,  the  Blue  and  White 
coasted  to  victory  as  a result  of  its  ag- 
gressiveness at  the  bat.  Led  by  Fran 
Riel,  who  also  twirled,  Turners  collected 
fifteen  hits  off  the  two  Orange  pitchers, 
Kersavage  and  Shatos,  the  former  show- 
ing little  of  his  usual  dependable  form. 
Belsky  and  Kersavage  each  got  three 
hits  for  Orange. 

Fran  Riel.  Krynzel,  Skoran,  and  Fred 
Riel  led  the  batting  for  Turners  while 
Giovanelli  was  the  heavy  hitter  for 
Trade. 

Turners  Trims  Trade 5-4 

May  9 — Turners  High  opened  athletic 
relations  with  Trade  High  of  Springfield 
by  defeating  the  latter  5 to  4 on  the  local 
diamond.  Fran  Riel,  striking  out  four- 
teen, twirled  steady  ball  except  when  he 
was  nicked  for  four  hits  in  the  eighth. 
It  was  a scoreless  game  until  the  fourth 
when  “Deedum”  Krynzel  stepped  into  a 
high  fast  one  and  with  his  big  club 
knocked  the  ball  into  the  left  field  woods 
for  a three  bagger,  scoring  Bush  and 

Turners  Trims  Rosary  — 10-1 
May  10 

Behind  the  steady  pitching  of  Skoran 
the  Turners  High  batters  brought  in  ten 
runs  to  easily  defeat  Rosary  High  at 
Holyoke  10  to  1.  Skoran  allowed  only 
two  hits  as  Krynzel  and  Pervere  fea- 
tured with  the  stick  for  Turners.  Ma- 
honey, the  Rosary  pitcher,  clicked  a real 
hit  off  Skoran  which  because  of  the  poor 
condition  of  the  outfield  he  turned  into 
a home  run. 

Athol  Upsets  Turners — 7-6 
May  13 

After  winning  four  straight,  Turners 
traveled  to  Athol  to  be  defeated  7 to  6 
in  a very  loosely  played  ball  game.  Athol 
outhit  Turners  12  to  9 and  made  3 errors 
to  Turners’  4.  Richards,  Athol  catcher, 
had  a perfect  day  at  bat  with  4 out  of 
4,  as  did  Deedum  Krynzel  with  3 out  of 
3 including  another  of  his  usual  hard 
hit  three-baggers. 


Turners  Again  Drubs  Rosary  — 25-4 
May  15 

Turners  Batters  again  had  a field  day 
as  they  blasted  two  Rosary  pitchers  for 
31  hits  defeating  the  parochial  school  25 
to  4.  Novak  made  3 hits  out  of  3 trips 
to  the  plate,  Bush,  4 out  of  5,  Fran  Riel, 
5 out  of  6,  Parzick,  2 out  of  3,  and  Vari- 
est,  4 out  of  6.  Several  Turners  hitters 
batted  six  times  and  some  even  seven. 
Rosary  collected  eight  hits  with  each 
of  its  pitchers  making  two  out  of  four. 
Rosary  was  also  hindered  by  making 
eight  errors. 

Turners  Falls  Defeated  by  Greenfield 
10-7 

May  20 — Before  a large  crowd  which 
witnessed  a decidedly  slow  and  uninter- 
esting game  Greenfield,  after  a poor  start 
and  several  errors  finished  strongly  to 
win  the  game  10  to  7.  Podlesny  twirled 
good  ball  for  the  winners  while 
“Rumbles”  Skoran  was  handicapped  by 
poor  fielding  and  base-running  on  the 
part  of  his  team  mates.  “Deedum”  Kryn- 
zel accounted  for  his  seventh  triple. 
Mroz,  Lavin  and  Yez  featured  for  Green- 
field. Greenfield  made  Hi  hits  and  4 
errors;  Turners  14  hits  and  3 errors. 

Batteries:  For  Greenfield,  Podlesny 

and  Lavin.  For  Turners,  Skoran  and 
Krynzel. 

Turners  Again  Trounces  Tech — 19-7 

May  22 — The  offerings  of  two  Tech- 
nical High  School  pitchers  were  anni- 
hilated in  a steady  scoring  game  on  the 
high  school  diamond.  Deedum  Krynzel 
started  the  business  by  crashing  a home 
run  clear  into  the  woods  in  left  field  with 
two  on  in  the  first  inning  and  thus  scor- 
ing three  runs.  Among  the  hits  for  the 
extra  bases  were  doubles  by  Skoran  and 
Pervere,  triples  by  Fred  Riel  and  Par- 
zick and  Krynzel’s  home  run.  Krynzel 
and  the  Riels  were  the  heaviest  stickers 
for  the  Blue  and  White,  while  Soja  and 
Beale  played  well  for  Tech. 


Donald:  “I  didn’t  bring  an  excuse  for 
being  out  yesterday  because  my  mother 
was  too  busy  to  write  one.” 

Mr.  Burke:  “Why  didn’t  you  get  your 
father  to  write  one?” 

Donald:  “Aw,  he’s  no  good  at  making 
excuses.  My  mother  catches  him  every 
time,  and  you’re  smarter  than  she  is.” 
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CHEER  LEADERS 


TENNIS  TEAM 


BASEBALL  TEAM 


FOOTBALL  SQUAD 


TRACK  TEAM 


“I  wonder  why  Dick  always  goes  to  a 
lady  dentist?” 

“I  suppose  it  seems  good  to  hear  a 
woman  tell  him  to  open  his  mouth  in- 
stead of  to  shut  it.” 


And  here’s  a good  one  on  Howie 
Miller: 

Mr.  Shumway — “What  have  we  done  to 
protect  our  timber?” 

Howard  Miller — “I  shot  a woodpecker 
once.” 


The  scene  is  a study  hall.  The  teacher 
strides  to  the  front  of  the  room: 

Teacher — “See  here,  I want  it  quiet 
enough  here  to  hear  a pin  drop.” 

There  is  a deathly  silence.  Suddenly 
from  the  back  of  the  room  comes  a voice: 
“O.K.  Let  ’er  drop!” 


The  engineer  succeeded  at  last  in  get- 
ting the  train  up  a very  steep  grade  in 
llie  Rockies  and  brought  it  to  a stop  at 
the  station.  “Whew  !”  he  said  to  the  new 
brakeman  whose  first  trip  it  was,  “we 
had  a hard  job  getting  up  here,  didn’t 
we?” 

“We  surely  did,”  replied  the  brake- 
man,  “and  we’d  have  slipped  back  if  I 
hadn’t  kept  the  brakes  on !” 


Mr.  Shumway:  (after  lecture) : “Are 
there  any  questions?” 

White:  “Yes,  sir.  How  do  you  calcu- 
late the  horsepower  of  a donkey  engine?” 


Henry:  “Yeah,  I think  it’s  a lot  of 
foolishness,  too.” 

John:  “My  brother  thinks  a football 
coach  has  four  wheels.” 

English  cousin:  “Ha,  Ha!  and  how 
many  wheels  has  the  bally  thing?” 


A Different  Complexion 

Rea — “Liza,  what  fo’  yo’  by  dat  odder 
box  of  shoe  blackin’?” 

Liza — “Go  on,  dat  ain’t  shoe  blackin’, 
dat’s  my  massage  cream.” 
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TONGUE-TWISTERS 

Rill  Roche  of  Birmingham,  New  York 
had  a hill  board.  Rill  also  had  a board 
bill.  The  board  bill  bored  Bill  so  that 
Bill  sold  the  bill  board  to  pay  his  board 
bill.  So  after  Bill  sold  the  bill  board  to 
pay  his  board  bill,  the  board  bill  no 
longer  bored  Bill.  In  line  with  tale  of 
Bill's  bill  board  and  Bill's  board  bill,  if 
Bill's  board  bill  bored  Bill  as  much  as 
Bill's  bill  board  bored  Bill,  why  not 
board  Bill  with  a board  from  the  bill 
hoard  and  throw  Bill’s  bill  board  and 
Bill's  board  bill  overboard. 

If  to  hoot  and  to  toot  a Hottentot  is 
ta  light. 

By  a Hottentot  tutor,  who’s  a rooster, 
Should  the  tutor  get  hot,  if  the  Hotten- 
tot tot, 

Hoots  and  toots  at  the  Hottentot  tutor. 

Mary  Stratton. 


The  night  was  dark  and  stormy 
The  boat  Was  sinking  fast 
The  sailors  stood  upon  the  deck 
Their  lives  before  them  passed. 
When  suddenly  a voice  rang  out 
Like  the  bleat  of  a frightened  sheep, 
“Anyone  want  to  buy  a watch? 

I'll  sell  it  cheap.” 


“There  was  me  and  Jim  started  as  kids 
with  the  same  advantages,”  sighed  the 
conductor  of  the  trolley.  “And  while  he 
applied  himself  to  his  school  tasks,  I 
frittered  away  my  time.  So  here  I am 
today  taking  tickets  and  calling  out  the 
streets  on  a trolley  car.” 

“And  how  about  Jim,”  I asked. 

“Oh,  lie’s  up  in  front,  driving.” 

Bill:  “Come  on!  Start  bailing.” 

Fritzi:  “I  can't  do  it.  It’s  unconsti- 
tutional.” 

Bill:  “What  d’ya  mean,  unconstitu- 
tional?” 

Fritzi:  “The  Constitution  of  the  United 
States  says  that  excessive  bail  shall  not 
be  required  of  any  man. 


“You  may  be  armed  to  the  teeth,  while 
I am  defenseless,”  said  the  stranger  to 
the  town’s  Bad  Man  with  fifty  notches 
on  his  gun  stock,  “but  you’ll  never  have 
my  blood.” 

“What  makes  you  so  sure  of  that,” 
asked  the  B.  M. 

“I'm  anaemic!”  said  the  stranger. 


A ta$3cabAn  Athens  is  called  a poli- 
poly-tahtodmetj^^moxaxe.  Most  people 
prefer  walkingvto  pronouncing  it. 


Adam  and  Eve 


First  Fresh: 

“Let's  play  Adam 

and 

Eve.” 

Second  Fresh: 

I low?” 

First  Fresh: 

“You  tempt  me  to 

eat 

your  apple  and 

I'll  consent.” 

Our  Present  Depression 

Rags  make  paper 
Paper  makes  money 
Money  makes  banks 
Banks  make  loans 
Loans  make  poverty  and 
Poverty  makes  rags 


“Is  the  man  your  sister’s  going  to 
marry  rich?” 

“No,  every  time  the  marriage  is  men- 
tioned pa  says,  ‘Poor  man !’.” 


An  old  farmer  was  skeptical  as  to 
whether  or  not  people  who  were  miles 
apart  really  could  talk  to  each  other  over 
telephone  wires.  One  day  a neighbor 
persuaded  him  to  call  up  his  wife  as  a 
surprise.  He  put  the  receiver  to  his 
ear  and  shouted,  “Hello,  Jane.” 

Just  then  a flash  of  heat  lightning 
struck  the  wire  and  sent  the  farmer 
sprawling.  The  neighbor  was  chagrined 
that  disaster  should  befall  him  on  his 
first  trial  and  persuaded  him  to  try 
again.  The  farmer  knowingly  shook  his 
head  and  refused.  “It’s  wonderful. 
That  was  Jane  all  right.” 


I shot  a rocket  in  the  air, 

It  fell  to  earth,  I knew  not  where 
Lentil  next  day,  with  rage  profound 
The  man  it  fell  on  came  around. 

In  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell, 

He  showed  me  where  that  rocket  fell; 
And  now  I do  not  greatly  care 
To  shoot  more  rockets  in  the  air. 


Garcon,  ily  a ime  mouche  dans  ma 
soupe. 

Et  puis  apres ! Une  mouche  peut  con- 
sommer  peu  de  soupe. 


The  teacher  asked  John  a question  to 
which  he  did  not  know  the  answer.  One 
of  his  class  mates,  whispered  to  him 
“Don’t  listen  to  him;  he  is  an  aSs.” 
“Keep  still  over  there,' ” ordered  the 
teacher,  “I  know  that  you  know  it  but 
I asked  John  the  question  and  I.  want 
to  see  if  he  knows  iUJoo.”  , N \ 
The  small  boat  w^s' leaking  badly  and 
was  nearly  full  of  water:-  - "■ 
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She  Knew  What  She  Wanted 

Child — “Mother,  may  I have  some 
water  to  christen  my  dolly?” 

Mother — “No,  dear.” 

Child — “Then  may  I have  some  wax 
to  waxinate  my  doll?” 


Choo  Choo  Train 

Caller:  “King  2 2 2 2 please.” 
Operator:  “Don’t  play  choo  choo  train 
with  me.” 

Caller:  “Then  give  me  4,  2’s.” 


Must  Boys  Learn  To  Sew? 

A little  boy  in  a city  school  refused 
to  sew,  thinking  it  beneath  the  dignity 
of  a ten  year  old  man. 

“George  W.  sewed,”  said  the  principal, 
taking  it  for  granted  that  a soldier  must, 
“and  do  you  think  yourself  better  than 
George  Washington?” 

“I  don’t  know;  time  will  tell,”  said  the 
boy  seriously. 


Mr.  Bickford  (glaring  at  the  cornet 
player) : “Why  on  earth,”  he  yelled,  “did 
you  leave  off  playing  as  we  got  to  the 
chorus?” 

“Well,”  said  the  cornetist,  “on  my 
music  it  said  ‘Refrain’ — so  I did !” 


He  held  me  with  his  glittering  eye, 
“The  best  one  on  the  course” 

Was  mine — my  Never  Fall 
A graceful,  speedy  horse. 

She  passed  first  one  then  a second. 

The  rest  seemed  to  slip  back 
Ah,  she  was  fast  and  she  was  fleet 
She  just  burned  up  the  track. 

The  line  was  crossed — the  race  was  done. 
“Ah,”  I gasped,  “and  your  horse  won?” 
“Naw,”  he  said  with  lazy  drawl, 

“There  were  twelve  ahead  of  my  Never 
Fall.” 


Two  boys,  who  managed  to  so  exas- 
perate the  teacher  that  she  made  them 
stay  after  school  and  write  their  names 
five  hundred  times  had  been  diligently 
working  at  the  task.  Some  fifteen  min- 
utes later  one  of  them  grew  uneasy  and 
began  to  watch  his  companion.  Sud- 
denly be  burst  out  in  despair:  “’Taint 

fair,  mum ! His  name’s  Po  and  mine’s 
Schluttervonminkmannmeyer.” 


“You  ought  to  brace  up  and  show  your 
wife  who’s  running  things  at  your  house.” 
“It  isn’t  necessary.  She  knows.” 


“When  I was  shipwrecked  in  South 
America,”  said  Captain  Bowsprit,  “I 
came  across  a tribe  of  wild  women  who 
had  no  tongues.” 

“M  ercy !”  exclaimed  one  of  his  listen- 
ers of  the  fair  sex,  “How  could  they 
talk?” 

“They  couldn’t,”  snapped  the  old  salt, 
“That’s  what  made  ’em  wild.” 


Jinnie  giggled  when  the  teacher  read 
the  story  of  the  man  who  swam  across 
the  Tiber  three  times  before  breakfast. 

“You  don’t  doubt  that  a trained 
swimmer  could  do  it,  do  you?” 

“No,  sir,  but  I wonder  why  he  didn’t 
make  it  four  and  get  back  on  the  side 
where  his  clothes  were.” 


“Anyhow  there’s  one  advantage  in 
having  a wooden  leg,”  said  the  veteran. 
“What’s  that?”  asked  the  friend. 

“You  can  hold  your  socks  up  with 
thumb  tacks.” 


Frank:  “Hurry  up,  George.  Miss 

Ayer  wants  those  jokes  by  Friday.” 
George:  “O.K.,  Frank,  but  give  me 

time.  Rome  wasn’t  built  in  a day.” 
Frank:  “No,  maybe  not;  that’s  because 
I wasn’t  boss  of  the  job.” 


He  was  an  old  man  well  gone  in  age. 
Curiosity  is  an  incurable  disease  sus- 
ceptible to  cats. 

How  nice  it  would  be  to  go  canoeing 
in  Venice  under  a Viennese  moon. 


In  the  space  in  the  life  insurance  blank 
reserved  for  addictions,  the  applicant 
wrote : 

“Do  not  drink,  swear,  swim  the  Eng- 
lish Channel  or  indulge  in  any  other 
feminine  habits.” 


The  part  of  the  automobile  which 
causes  more  accidents  than  any  other  is 
the  nut  that  holds  the  steering  wheel. 


“I’m  dairy  maid  in  a candy  kitchen.” 
“What  do  you  do?” 

“Milk  chocolates.” 

“And  what  will  you  do  when  you’re 
as  big  as  mother,”  asked  the  visitor  of 
the  little  girl. 

“Diet,”  said  the  modern  child. 


Speaker:  “I’m  pleased  to  see  such  a 
dense  crowd  here  tonight.” 

Voice:  “Don’t  be  too  pleased.  We 
ain’t  all  dense.” 
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Schoolboy  Howlers 

Gladiators  are  iron  things  that  give  off 
heat. 

A centimeter  is  a bug  with  a hundred 
legs. 

When  a man  has  only  one  wife  it  is 
called  monotony. 

Ali  Baba  is  when  you  say  you  were 
somewhere  else  when  you  committed  the 
crime. 

Cloisters  are  bunches,  as  a cloister  of 
grapes. 

Aristocrats  are  people  who  perform  on 
the  stage. 

A vacuum  is  the  resident  of  the  Pope. 

Barbarians  are  things  used  to  make 
bicycles  run  smoothly. 

Mandolins  are  high  Chinese  officials. 

A sextant  is  a man  who  digs  graves. 

Herrings  travel  in  the  sea  in  shawls. 

The  highest  mountain  in  Europe  is 
Blanc  Mange. 

Cereals  are  stories  which  last  for  sev- 
eral weeks. 

An  epigram  is  what  we  say,  after  a 
man's  death  about  him. 

The  Gulf  stream  is  composed  of  warm 
currants. 


Mr.  Shumway — “What  is  nicotine?” 
Marshall  Smith — “Nicotine  is  such  a 
dangerous  poison  that  a drop  on  the  tail 
of  a dog  will  kill  a man.” 

Mr.  Shumway — “What  is  a com- 
pound?” 

Francis — “A  compound  is  a little  case 
that  ladies  keep  their  powder  in.” 


Rastus  related  his  airplane  experience. 
“Xebber  been  in  dem  but  onct,”  he  said, 
“an  den  Ah  only  let  part  ob  ma  weight 
down.” 


The  college  man’s  revised  proverb: 
“The  early  class  gets  the  bird.” 


“Where’s  your  little  brother?” 

“Oh,  he’s  in  the  house  playing  a duet. 
I finished  my  part  first.” 


Sherlock:  “Ah,  Watson,  I see  you  are 
still  wearing  your  winter  underwear.” 
Watson:  “Marvelous,  Holmes.  How 

on  earth  did  you  deduce  that?” 

Sherlock:  “Simple  enough.  You  see  you 
have  forgotten  to  put  on  your  trousers.” 


Teacher:  “Of  what  use  is  reindeer?” 
Warren  Brighty:  “It  makes  the  grass 
and  flowers  grow,  and  don’t  call  me 
dear !” 


Mr.  Lorden,  who  believes  in  keeping 
his  class  up-to-date  in  recent  history, 
asked  about  the  rulers  of  Russia. 

“Who  can  tell  me  what  the  ruler  of 
Russia  used  to  be  called?”  he  inquired. 

“The  Czar,”  bellowed  the  class. 

“Right!  And  what  was  his  wife 
called?” 

“The  Czarina,”  a few  ventured. 

“Correct!  Now  I wonder  if  you  can 
tell  me  what  the  Czarina's  children  were 
called?” 

After  a moment  of  hesitation,  Marshall 
Smith  declared,  “Czardines.” 

Upon  their  return  from  an  elephant 
hunt  in  the  African  jungles,  five  sports- 
men representing  five  different  nations, 
broke  into  print  with  their  experiences. 

The  Englishman  called  his  book: 
“What  the  British  Empire  Has  Done 
for  the  Elephant.” 

The  German  sprang  this  title:  “The 
Elephant,  His  Habitat  and  Habits;  His 
Place  in  Germany’s  Commercial  Expan- 
sion,” in  seven  volumes. 

The  Russian  put  it:  “Two  Years’  Study 
of  the  Elephant,  Is  There  Such  an  Ani- 
mal?” 

The  Frenchman’s  work  discussed:  “The 
Elephant  and  His  Love  Affairs.” 

The  American’s  story  bore  the  title: 
“Bigger  and  Better  Elephants.” 


While  opening  a can  of  sardines,  our 
highly  respected  church  member,  Mrs. 
Johanna  Johnes,  cut  herself  in  the  pan- 
try. 


Nurtz:  “I  know  a place  where  men 
don’t  wear  anything  but  hats.” 

Kurtz:  “Gwan,  where?” 

Nurtz:  “On  their  heads.” 


We  wonder  if  the  men  who  paste  the 
bills  inside  of  trolley  cars  ever  stop  to 
read  the  results  of  their  labors.  Here 
are  some  prize  ones  we  read  recently: 
“We  Make  the  Finest  Welsh  Rarebits.” 
“Prepare  to  meet  thy  God.” 

“Pickled  Pig’s  Feet.” 

“Footease  At  All  Drugstores.” 


“Great  Scott ! I forgot  who  wrote 
‘Ivanhoe.’  ” 

“I’ll  tell  you  if  you  tell  me  who  in  the 
dickens  wrote  ‘A  Tale  of  Two  Cities.’  ” 

We  certainly  do  feel  sorry  for  a moth. 
He  has  to  spend  the  summer  in  a fur 
coat  and  the  winter  in  a bathing  suit. 
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NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 


DAY  DIVISION 


The  School  of  Engineering 

In  co-operation  with  engineering  firms, 
offers  curricula  leading  to  the  Bachel- 
or of  Science  degree  in  the  following 
branches  of  engineering: 

Civil  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Chemical  Engineering 
Industrial  Engineering 


The  School  of  Business 
Administration 

Co-operating  with  business  firms, 
offers  courses  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  following 
fields  of  business: 

Accounting 
Banking  and  Finance 
Business  Management 


The  Co-operative  Plan  of  training  enables  the  student  to  com- 
bine theory  with  two  years  of  practice  and  makes  it  possible  for 
him  to  earn  his  tuition  and  a part  of  his  other  school  expenses. 


For  catalogue  or  any  further  information  write  to: 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

MILTON  J.  SCHLAGENHAUF,  Director  of  Admissions 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


Tell  Your  Advertisers  You  Saw  It  in  the  NETOP 


b‘8 


N E T o r 


| THE  PATH  TO 
1 BUSINESS  SUCCESS 

Two-year,  College-grade 
Business  Courses 

Accounting — Finance 
Business  Administration 
Secretarial  Science 
Normal  Commercial 

Standard  [Short]  Courses 

Graduates  Assisted  to 
Preferred  Positions 

Part-time  employment  when  needed. 
Supervised  homes  at  reasonable  rates. 
Athletic  director  and  coaches. 

Send  for  Catalog 

BAY  PATH  INSTITUTE 

100  Chestnut  Street 
Springfield,  Massachusetts 
Business  Training 
of  College  Grade 


Compliments  of  the 

MILLERS  FALLS 
PAPER  CO. 

MILLERS  FALLS 
MASS. 


MARIE'S 

BEAUTY  SHOPPE 

Ave.  A Turners  Falls 
Telephone  492 


Have  Your  Prescriptions  Compounded 

at 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

"You  Will  Feel  Better" 

GREENFIELD  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 

For  Economy  Use  Gas 


Remember  — Your  Advertisers  Made  the  NETOP  Possible 


N E T O P 
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MOHAWK 

ENGRAVING 

COMPANY 

F.  MARTINEAU  & SON 

GENERAL 

CONTRACTORS 

GREENFIELD 

MASSACHUSETTS 

Turners  Falls,  Massachusetts 

The  NETOP  Board  wishes  to  thank  it’s 
Advertisers  for  their  generous  support 
and  cooperation  during  this  past  year. 


Tell  Your  Advertisers  You  Saw  It  in  the  NETOP 
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PASTRY  OF  ALL  KINDS 

L Our  line  is  complete 

L Home-made  Candy  now  in  season 

TURNERS  FALLS  BAKERY 

>> 

k 

\ 

i 

F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 

HARDWARE  and  SPORTING 
E GOODS 

[ 

STEPHEN  DRASO 

CIGARS,  TOBACCO 
RADIOS  and  RADIOLAS 

► Avenue  A Turners  Falls 


W.  L.  SALMON  & CO. 

Turners  Falls 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 

AND  REAL  ESTATE 

Automobile  Insurance  for  1933 

FIRE  — LIFE  — ACCIDENT 

TURNERS  FALLS  COAL 
COMPANY 

"Have  Phil  Phil  Your  Bin  and  Tank  ' 

RANGE  and  FUEL  OIL 


PATRONIZE 

OUR 

ADVERTISERS 


HAIGIS  & BEAUMIER 

Springfield  Daily  Service 

LOCAL  TRUCKING 

Phones: 


Holyoke  S60C 

Springfield  31184 

Turners  Falls  26 


SHEA  THEATRE  SPA 

Candy,  Ice  Cream 
Cigarettes,  Pop  Corn 

John  L.  Horrigan 


JAMES  A.  GUNN 

SUITS 

and 

PRESSING  SERVICE 

TURNERS  FALLS  MASSACHUSETTS 

MILKEY'S 

JEWELER  and  OPTOMETRIST 
Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


CARNEY'S  RESTAURANT 

CIGARS,  CIGARETTES 
CANDY 

Avenue  A Turners  Falls 


MORRISON'S  SHOE  STORE 

Shoes  for  the  Family 
First  Class  Shoe  Repairing 

'We  Guarantee  Our  Work" 

63  Avenue  A 

TURNERS  FALLS  MASS. 


Remember  — Your  Advertisers  Made  the  NETOP  Possible 
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[ Compliments  of 

F.  A.  LANE  CO.,  Inc. 

- AVENUE  A TURNERS  FALLS 

GOTTLIEB 

Who  Tries  to  Have 

What  You  Want  in  the  Grocery  Line  ] 

New  Essolene  Gas 

More  Powerful 
Easier  Starting 
Smoother  running 

At  Regular  Prices 
COUTURE  BROS. 

' Tel.  170 

FOURNIER  BROTHERS 
The  Rexall  Store 

Where  you  get  prompt  service 
Kodaks,  Films,  24  hour  service  in 
Developing  and  Printing 

i X-RAY 

: M.  E.  SULLIVAN,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

> Burtt  Block  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

CORNER  BOOK  STORE  : 

TYPEWRITERS  RENTED 

Greeting  Cards  for  all  occasions  < 

Compliments  of 

GIRARD  & CARTER 
DRY  GOODS 

i Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

SANFORD'S  TABLETS 

at 

HOOD'S  PHARMACY  1 

RED  BAND  GARAGE 

" W.  S.  Cassidy,  Inc. 

HUDSON  — ESSEX 
Sales  and  Service 

, 3rd  St.,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

' 415  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 

Compliments  of 

BEAUMIER  MOTOR  SALES  j 

FORD  DEALER 

PATRONIZE 
: OUR 

: ADVERTISERS 

PLOTKIN  FURNITURE 
COMPANY 

GLENWOOD  RANGES 

Turners  Falls 

Buy  From  Your  Advertisers  — They  Support  the  NETOP 
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I GEO.  H.  REED  & CO.,  Inc. 

► 

► 

l Building  Constructors 

► 

\ 

k Greenfield,  Mass. 

► 

► 

PATRONIZE  : 

< 

our  : 

< 

ADVERTISERS  i 

< 

: C.  A.  DAVIS 

► 

Ice  Dealer 
and  Special  Sheriff 

• TURNERS  FALLS  MASS. 

i 

SCHUHLES  MEAT  MARKET  : 

BEST  QUALITY  MEATS  AND  i 

PROVISIONS  ! 

Fourth  Street  Turners  Falls 

DR.  J.  E.  DONAHUE 
DENTIST 

17!  Avenue  A Turners  Falls 

JEROME  J.  SHEA 

Real  Estate  and  Insurance  ; 

38  Third  Street 

Turners  Falls  Mass.  • 

8 Osgood  Street  1 

Greenfield,  Mass,  j 

1 . Compliments  of 

[ MATHIEU'S  GROCERY 

92  Third  St.  Turners  Falls 

V 

! FREDERICK  D.  SULLIVAN 

[ 

t D.  M.  D. 

DENTIST 

y 54  Avenue  A Tel.  439-2 

► 

Whether  You  Need  Shoes  ] 

Or  Want  Your  Old  Shoes  To  J 

Look  Like  New 

CALL  AT  A 

PFERSICK  BROS. 

THIRD  STREET 

► 

J When  at  the  Dance 

at  LAKE  PLEASANT 

Why  not  cross  the  bridge  to 

ROBY  S 

J for  your  refreshments  ? 

Remember  — Your  Advertisers  Made  the  NETOP  Possible 
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: J.  B.  KENNEDY 

McCarthy 

: PLUMBING,  TINNING 

THE  CLOTHIER 

; AND  STEAM  FITTING 

BUDDY  SERGE  SUITS  1 

> 37  THIRD  STREET 

A SPECIALTY  : 

’ Compliments  of 

SKINNER  & FLAGG 

HARRY  SPUNGIN 

The  Tailor  and  Furrier 

Jewelers  — Optometrists  ; 

; AVENUE  A 

TURNERS  FALLS 

TURNERS  FALLS  MASSACHUSETTS  ; 

; GEORGE  MORREAU,  Jr. 

JOHN  EQUI 

Busses  For  Hire 

ICE  CREAM,  FRUIT  ; 

and  CONFECTIONERY 

! FOURTH  STREET 

TURNERS  FALLS 

Iceland  Fritters 

, 

. Compliments  of 

THE  SHEA  THEATRE 

For  Quality,  Style  and  Price  ] 

and 

TRY  THE  < 

| THE  GABLES  BALLROOM 

ELITE  SHOPPE  : 

D.  J.  SHEA 

TURNERS  FALLS  ; 

Buy  From  Your  Advertisers  — They  Support  the  NETOP 
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; T i 

| NATION  WIDE 

► j 

► "The  Leading  Store  of  Montague"  J 

► J 

1 GROCERIES,  MEATS  and  CONFECTIONERY  J 

► J 

\[  ] 

[ Tel.  634-2  J.  A.  Bartley,  Prop,  j 

► i\ 

[ Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 

. Millers  Falls 

► 

j 

FRANKLIN  RADIO  STORE  | 

i 

Millers  Falls,  Mass. 

Majestic  — Atwater  Kent 
Radiolas 

► 

SHADY  REST 

| ► 

SINCE  1918 

► 

[ Light  Lunch  - Hot  and  Cold  Drinks 
Candy  - Cigars  - Tobacco 

► Tel - 8523 

► 

JOHN  MACKIN 

Coal,  Wood,  Ice 
Long  Distance  Trucking 
and  Moving 

Tel.  House  22-3  Office  22-2  1 

Millers  Falls  ] 

k 

k 

y Cigars,  Tobacco,  Confectionery 

► Patent  Medicines 

► 

| H.  A.  DONAHUE  & CO. 

► 

k MILLERS,  FALLS,  MASS. 

k 

k 

Compliments  of 

CHARLES  L.  COOK 

HARDWARE  PAINTS  ] 

SPORTING  GOODS 

Millers  Falls  ’ 

► 

► 

J BELLEAU  CAFE 

l Try  Our  Regular  Chicken  Dinners  Daily 
k Turkey  Dinners  Every  Sunday  — 50c 

► 35c  - 40c  - 50c  Dinners 

\ AVENUE  A TURNERS  FALLS 

Compliments  of  A 

ROGER  NEWTON  ; 

Manager  of  J 

THE  ECCO  STORES 

MONTAGUE  ] 

Tell  Your  Advertisers  You  Saw  It  in  the  NETOP 
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Williams'  Battery  Service 

Batteries  Charged  and  Repaired 
Accessories  for  all  Cars 
Drive  In  Our  New  Garage  for  Your 

REPAIRS 

Prompt  and  Accurate  Service 

Turners  Falls 


Compliments 

of 

GREENFIELD 
LAUNDRY  CO. 


FRANK  H.  JONES 

ADVERTISING  — PRINTING 
Plant  at  LAKE  PLEASANT,  MASS. 
GREENFIELD  6038 

Advertising  Office 

IO  HIGH  STREET 
BOSTON 


GREENFIELD  FLORAL  CO. 

Say  It  With  Our  Flowers 

14  Federal  Street  Greenfield 

Tel.  9585 
Turners  Falls 


PATRONIZE 

OUR 

ADVERTISERS 


HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

62  AVENUE  A 

The  Store  of  Good  Clothes 
Ha+s  and  Caps 


Compliments  of 

L.  S.  FIELD 

GENERAL  STORE 

Montague 


DR.  LEWIS  W.  ALLEN 

Osteopathic  Physician 

Davenport  Block 
GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


FRANKLIN  COUNTY 
LUMBER  CO. 

CURTIS  WOODWORK 

GREENFIELD 

SOUTH  DEERFIELD 

NORTHAMPTON 


Tell  Your  Advertisers  You  Saw  It  in  the  NETOP 
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